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MERRY  WIVES  OF  WINDSOR. 


BY 


WILLIAM    SHAKSPEARE. 


VOL.  II.  B 


TUOMi^S  DAVISON,  I'RlNTtR, 
Whit«-Kriar3. 


REMARKS 


ON 


THE  PLOT,  THE  FABLE,  AND  CONSTRUCTION 


OF  THE 


MERRY  WIVES  OF  WINDSOR. 


A  FEW  of  the  incidents  in  this  comedy  might  have 
been  taken  from  some  old  translation  of ''  II  Pecorone^" 
by  Giovanni  Fiorentinu.  I  have  lately  met  with  tlie 
same  story  in  a  very  contemptible  performance,  in- 
titled,  "^  The  Fortunate,  the  Deceived,  and  the  Unfor- 
tunate Lovers,"  Of  this  book,  as  I  am  told,  there 
are  several  impressions  5  but  that  in  which  I  read  it, 
was  published  in  l63'2,  in  quarto.  A  something  similar 
story    occurs    in   the   Piacevoli   Notti   di  Straparola. 

Nott.  A\  Fav.  4^  STEEVENS. 

Of  this  Play  there  is  a  tradition  preserved  by  Mr. 
Rowe,  tliat  it  was  written  at  the  command  of  queen 
Elizabeth,  who  was  so  delighted  with  the  character  of 
Fal.  tafF,  that  she  wished  it  to  be  diffiised  through  more 
plays  }  but  suspecting  that  it  might  pall  by  continued 
uniformity^  directed  the  poet  to  diversify  his  manner. 


by  shewing  him  in  love.  No  task  is  harder  than  that 
of  writing  to  tlie  ideas  of  another.  Shakspeare  knew 
what  the  queen,  if  the  story  be  true,  seems  not  to  have 
known,  tliat  by  any  real  passion  of  tenderness,  the 
selfish  craft,  tlie  careless  jollity,  and  the  lazy  luxury, 
of  FalstafF,  must  have  suffered  so  much  abatement, 
that  little  of  his  former  cast  would  have  remained. 
Falstaff  could  not  love,  but  by  ceasing  to  be  Falstaff. 
He  could  only  counterfeit  lovej  and  his  professions 
could  be  prompted,  not  by  the  hope  of  pleasure,  but 
of  money.  Thus,  tlie  poet  approached  as  near  as  he 
could  to  the  work  enjoined  him  ;  yet  having,  perhaps, 
in  the  former  plays  completed  his  own  ideas,  seems 
not  to  have  been  able  to  give  Falstaff  all  his  former 
power  of  entertainment. 

This  comedy  is  remarkable  for  the  variety  and  num- 
ber of  the  personages,  who  exhibit  more  characters 
appropriated  and  discriminated,  than  perhaps  can  be 
found  in  any  otlier  play.  Whether  Shakspeare  was 
the  first  tliat  produced  upon  the  English  stage  the  ef- 
fect of  language  distorted  and  depraved  by  provincial 
or  foreign  pronunciation,  I  cannot  certainly  decide. 
This  mode  of  forming  ridiculous  characters  can  confer 
praise  only  on  him  who  originally  discovered  it,  for 
it  requires  not  much  of  either  wit  or  judgment :  its 
success  must  be  derived  almost  wholly  from  die  player, 
but  its  power  in  a  skilful  mouthy  even  he  that  despises 
it  is  unable  to  resist. 

The  conduct  of  this  drama  is  deficient ;  the  action 
begins  and  ends  often  before  tlie  conclusion,  and  the 


different  parts  might  change  places  without  incon- 
venience 3  but  its  general  power,  that  power  by  which 
all  works  of  genius  shall  finally  be  tried,  is  such,  tliat 
perhaps  it  never  yet  had  reader  or  spectator,  who  did 
not  think  it  too  soon  at  an  end.  johnson. 


Persons  Represented. 


^'ir  John  Falstaff. 

Fentox. 

Shallow,  a  country  Justice. 

Slender,  cousin  to  Shallow. 

Mr.  Ford,  7  .^^^  Gentlemen  dwelling  at  Windsor. 

Mr.  Page,  3  " 

William  Page,  a  hoy,  son  to  Mr.  Page. 

Sir  Hugh  Evans,  a  Welch  parson. 

Dr.  Caius,  a  French  physician. 

Host  of  the  Garter  Inn. 

Bardolph,! 

Pistol,  !>  Followers  of  Falstaff. 

Nym,  3 

Ro BIN,  page  to  Falstaff. 

Simple,  servant  to  Slender. 

Rugby,  servant  to  Dr.  Caius. 

Mrs.  ¥o  WD. 

Mrs.  Page. 

Mrs,  Anne  Page,  her  daughter,  in  love  with  Fenton. 

Mrs.  Quickly,  servant  to  Dr.  Caius. 

Servajits  to  Page,  Ford,  S^c. 

SCENE,  Windsor ;  and  the  Farts  adjacent. 


MERRY  WIVES  OF  WINDSOR. 


ACT  I.    SCENE  I, 

Windsor.     Before  Pagers  House. 

Enter  Justice  Shallow,  Slender^  and  Sir  Hugh 

Evans. 

Shal.  Sir  Hugh  S  persuade  me  not;  I  will  make  a 
Star-chamber  ^  matter  of  it :  if  he  were  twenty  sir 
John  FalstafFs,  he  shall  not  abuse  Robert  Shallow, 
esquire. 

Slen.  In  the  county  of  Gloster,  justice  of  peace, 
and  coram. 

Shal.   Ay,  cousin  Slender,  and  Cust-alorum '. 

Skn.  Ay,  and  ratolorum  too  ;  and  a  gentleman  born, 
master  parson ;  who  writes  himself  armigero  ;  in  any 
bill,  warrant,  quittance,  or  obligation,  armigero. 

Shal.  Ay,  that  we  do  3  and  have  done  any  time 
these  three  hundred  years. 

Slen.  All  his  successors,  gone  before  him,  have 
done't  J  and  all  his  ancestors,  tliat  come  after  him,  may : 
they  may  give  the  dozen  white  luces  in  their  coat, 

Shal.   It  is  an  old  coat. 
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Eva.  The  dozen  white  louses  do  become  an  old 
coat  well  J  it  agrees  well^  passant:  it  is  a  familiar  beast 
to  man^  and  signifies — love. 

Shal.  The  luce  is  the  fresh  fish  3  the  salt  fish  is  an 
old  coat  *. 

SIe?i.   I  may  quarter,  coz  ? 

Shal.   You  may,  by  marrying. 

Eva.  It  is  marring  indeed,  if  he  quarter  it. 

Shal.   Not  a  whit. 

Eva.  Yes,  py'r-lady  j  if  he  has  a  quarter  of  your 
coat,  there  is  but  three  skirts  for  yourself,  in  my  sim- 
ple conjectui-es :  but  that  is  all  one  :  If  sir  John  Fal- 
staff  have  committed  disparagements  unto  you,  I  am 
of  the  church,  and  will  be  glad  to  do  my  benevo- 
lence, to  make  atonements  and  compromises  between 

you. 

Shal  The  Council  shall  hear  it ;  it  is  a  riot. 

Eva.  It  is  not  meet  the  Council  hear  a  riot  j  there 
is  no  fear  of  Got  in  a  riot :  the  Council,  look  you, 
shall  desire  to  hear  the  fear  of  Got,  and  not  to  hear  a 
riot  5  take  your  vizaments  *  in  tliat. 

Shal.  Ha  !  o'  my  life,  if  I  were  young  again,  the 
iword  should  end  it. 

Eva.  It  is  petter  that  friends  is  tlie  sword,  and  end 
it-^  and  there  is  also  another  device  in  my  prain> 
which,  peradventure,  prings  goot  discretions  witli  it : 
There  is  Anne  Page,  which  is  daughter  to  master 
George  Page,  which  is  pretty  virginity. 

Slen.  Mistress  Anne  Page  ?  She  has  brown  hair, 
and  speaks  small  like  a  womaji. 
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Eva.  It  is  that  fery  verson  for  all  the  'orld,  as  just  as 
you  will  desire  3  and  seven  hundred  pounds  of  monies, 
and  gold,  and  silver,  is  her  grandsire,  upon  his  death's- 
bed,  (Got  deliver  to  a  joyful  resurrections ! )  give,  when 
she  is  able  to  overtake  seventeen  years  old  :  it  were  a 
goot  motion,  if  we  leave  our  pribbles  and  prabbles, 
and  desire  a  marriage  between  master  Abraham,  and 
misti'ess  Anne  Page. 

ShaL  Did  her  grandsire  leave  her  seven  hundi'ed 
pound  ? 

Eva.   Ay,  and  her  father  is  make  her  a  petter  penny. 

Shal.  I  know  the  young  gentlewoman  5  she  has 
good  gifts. 

Eva.  Seven  hundred  pounds^  and  possibilities^  is 
good  gifts. 

ShaL  Well,  let  us  see  honept  master  Page  :  Is  Fal- 
staff  there  ? 

Eva.  Shall  I  tell  you  a  lie  ?  I  do  despise  a  liar,  as  I 
do  despise  one  that  is  false  j  or,  as  I  despise  one  that 
is  not  true.  The  knight,  sir  John,  is  there  j  and,  I 
beseech  you,  be  ruled  by  your  well-willers.  I  will 
peat  the  door  Iknocks']  for  master  Page.  What^  ho^  ! 
Got  pless  your  house  here  ! 

Enter  Page. 

Page.  Who's  there  ? 

Eva.  Here  is  Got's  plessing,  and  your  friend,  and 
justice  Shallow  :  and  here  young  master  Slender  -,  that, 
peradventures,  shall  tell  you  another  tale^  if  matters 
grow  to  your  likings. 
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Page.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  worships  well:  I 
thank  you  for  my  venison,  master  Shallow. 

Shal,  Master  Page,  I  am  glad  to  see  youj  Much 
good  do  it  your  good  heart !  I  wish'd  your  venison 
better  J  it  was  ill  kill'd  : — How  doth  good  mistress 
Page  ? — and  I  love  you  always  witli  my  heart,  la ; 
with  my  heart. 

Page.  Sir,  I  thank  you. 

Shal.   Sir,  I  thank  you ;  by  yea  and  no,  I  do. 

Page.  I  am  glad  to  see  you,  good  master  Slender. 

Slen.  How  does  yom*  fallow  greyhound,  sir  ?  I  heard 
say,  he  was  out-run  on  Cotsale  ^. 

Page.  It  could  not  be  judg'd,  sir. 

Slen.  You'll  not  confess,  you'll  not  confess. 

Shal.  That  he  will  not  j — 'tis  your  fault,  'tis  your 
fault : — 'Tis  a  good  dog. 

Page.   A  cur,  sir. 

Shal,  Sir,  he's  a  goud  dog,  and  a  fair  dog  j  Can 
there  be  more  said  ?  he  is  good,  and  fair. — Is  sir  John 
Falstaff  here  ? 

Page.  Sir,  he  is  within  ;  and  I  would  I  could  do  a 
good  office  between  you. 

Eva.   It  is  spoke  as  a  christians  ought  to  speak. 

ShaL   He  hath  wrong'd  me,  master  Page. 

Page.   Sir,  he  doth  in  some  sort  confess  it. 

Shal.  If  it  be  confess'd,  it  is  not  redress'd ;  is  not 
that  so,  master  Page  ?  He  hath  wrong'd  me  ; — indeed^ 
he  hadi ; — at  a  word,  he  hath ; — believe  me  3 — Robert 
Shallow,  Esquire,  saidi,  he  is  wrong'd. 

Page,   Here  comes  sir  John. 
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Enter  5ir  John  Falstafp,  Bardolph,  Nym,  and 

Pistol. 

Fal.  Now,  master  Shallow  j  you'll  complain  of  me 
to  the  king  ? 

Shal.  Knight,  you  have  beaten  my  men,  kill'd  my 
deer,  and  broke  open  my  lodge. 

FaL  But  not  kiss'd  your  keeper's  daughter  ?    . 

Shai.  Tut,  a  pin  !  this  shall  be  answer  d. 

FaL  I  will  answer  it  straight  j — I  have  done  all 
this  : — That  is  now  answer'd. 

Shal.   The  Council  shall  know  tliis. 

Fal.  Twere  better  for  you,  if  it  were  known  in 
counsel :  you'll  be  laugh' d  at. 

Eta.    Pauca  verba,  sir  John  ;  good  worts, 

Fal.  Good  worts  '^  !  good  cabbage. — Slender,  I 
broke  your  head  j  What  matter  have  you  against  me  ? 

Slen.  Marry,  sir,  I  have  matter  in  my  head  against 
you  3  and  against  your  coney-catching '  rascals,  Bar- 
dolph,  Nym,  and  Pistol.  They  carried  me  to  the 
tavern,  and  made  me  drunk,  nd  afterwards  pick'd 
my  pocket. 

Bar.  You  Banbury  cheese  ^ ! 

Slen,   Ay,  it  is  no  matter. 

Pist.   How  now,  Mephostophilus  *°  ? 

Slen.   Ay,  it  is  no  matter. 

Nj/m.  SHce,  I  say  !  pauca,  pauca ;  slice !  that's  my 
humour. 
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Skn.  Where's  Simple,  my  man  ?— can  you  tell, 
cousin  ? 

Eva,  Peace  :  I  pray  you  !  Now  let  us  understand  : 
There  is  three  umpires  in  tliis  matter,  as  I  under- 
stand :  that  is— master  Page,  Jidelicef,  masrter  Page  j 
and  there  is  myself,  Jidelicet,  myself  3  and  the  three 
party  is,  lastly  and  finally,  mine  host  of  the  Garter. 

Page,  We  three,  to  hear  it,  and  end  it  between 
them. 

Eva,  Fery  goot :  I  will  make  a  prief  of  it  in  my 
note-book  3  and  we  will  afterwards  'ork  upon  the 
cause,  with  as  great  discreetly  as  we  can. 

Fal.   Pistol, 

Eist.   He  hears  with  ears. 

Eva.  The  tevil  and  his  tam  !  what  phrase  is  this. 
He  hears  "with  ear  ?  Why,  it  is  affectations. 

Fal.   Pistol,  did  you  pick  master  Slender's  purse  ? 

Slen.  Ay  J  by  tliese  gloves,  did  he,  (or  I  would 
I  might  never  come  in  mine  own  great  chamber  again 
else,)  of  seven  groats  in  mill-sixpences,  and  two  Ed- 
ward shovel-boards '  ^,  that  cost  me  two  shilling  and 
two  pence  a-piece  of  Yead  Miller,  by  these  gloves. 

Fal.   Is  this  true.  Pistol  ? 

Eva.   No  J  it  is  false,  if  it  is  a  pick-purse. 

Pisf.   Ha,  thou  mountain-foreigner  ! — Sir  John,  and 
master  mine, 
I  combat  challenge  of  this  latten  bilbo  '^  : 
Word  of  denial  in  thy  labras  here  *^  j 
Word  of  denial :  froth  and  scum,  thou  liest. 
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Slen.   By  these  gloves,  then  'twas  he. 

Nym.  Beavis'd,  sir,  and  pass  good  humours  :  I  will 
say,  marry  trap  '*,  witli  you,  if  you  run  the  nuthook's  ^^ 
humour  on  me  -,  that  is  the  very  note  of  it. 

Slen.  By  this  hat,  then  he  in  tlie  red  face  had  it : 
for  though  I  cannot  remember  what  I  did  when  you 
made  me  drunk,  yet  I  am  not  altogether  an  ass. 

Fal.   What  say  you.  Scarlet  and  John  ^^  ? 

Bard,  "Why,  sir,  for  my  part,  I  say,  the  •gentleman 
had  drunk  himself  out  of  his  five  sentences. 

Era,  It  is  his  five  senses  :  fie,  what  the  ignorance  is ' 

Bard.  And  being  fap  ^"^ ,  sir,  was,  as  they  say,  ca- 
shier'd  ;  and  so  conclusions  pass'd  the  careires  ^®. 

Slen.  Ay,  you  spake  in  Latin  then  too ;  but  'tis  no 
matter  :  I'll  ne'er  be  drunk  whilst  I  live  again,  but  in 
honest,  civil,  godly  company,  for  this  trick :  if  I  be 
drunk,  I'll  be  dmnk  witli  those  that  have  the  fear  of 
God,  and  not  witli  drunken  knaves. 

Eva*   So  Got  'udge  me,  that  is  a  virtuous  mind. 

Eal.  You  hear  all  these  matters  denied,  gentlemen; 
you  hear  it. 

Enter  Mistress  K^yi^  Vag^  with  -wine;  MistressYonD 
afid  Mistress  V age  fulloning. 

Page.  Nay,  daughter,  carry  tlie  wine  in  3  we'll 
drink  within.  [Exit  Anne  Page, 

Slen.   O  heaven  !  this  is  mistress  Anne  Page, 

Page.   How  now,  mistress  Ford  ? 

Fal.  Mistress  Ford,  by  my  troth,  you  are  very  well 
met  :  by  your  leave,  good  mistress.  [kissing  her. 
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Page.   Wife,  bid  these  gentlemen  welcome  : 

Come,  we  have  a  hot  venison  pasty  to  dinner  ;  come, 
gentlemen,  I  hope  we  shall  drink  down  all  unkind- 
ness.  lExeunt  all  but  Shallow ,  Slender  and  Evans. 

Slen.  I  had  rather  tJian  forty  shillings,  I  had  my 
book  of  Songs  and  Sonnets  here  : — 

Enter  Simple. 

How  now.  Simple !  where  have  you  been  ?  I  must 
wait  on  myself,  must  I  r  You  have  not  The  Book  of 
Riddles  about  you,  have  you  ? 

Sim.  Book  of  Riddles  !  why,  did  you  not  lend  it  to 
Alice  Shortcake  upon  Allhallowmas  last,  a  fortnight 
afore  Michaelmas  } 

Shal.  Come,  cozj  come,  coz;  we  stay  for  you.  A 
word  with  you,  coz  :  marry,  tliis,  coz  ;  There  is,  as 
'twere,  a  tender,  a  kind  of  tender,  made  afar  off  by  sir 
Hugh  here  3 — Do  you  understand  me  ? 

Slen.  Ay,  sir,  you  shall  find  me  reasonable  j  if  it  be 
so,  I  shall  do  that  that  is  reason. 

Shal.   Nay,  but  understand  me. 

Slen.   So  I  do,  sir. 

Eva.  Give  ear  to  his  motions,  master  Slender :  I 
will  description  the  matter  to  you,  if  you  be  capacity 
of  it. 

Slen.  Nay,  I  will  do  as  my  cousin  Shallow  says  :  I 
pray  you,  pardon  me  j  he's  a  justice  of  peace  in  his 
country,  simple  though  I  stand  here. 

Eva.  But  that  is  not  the  question  3  the  question  is 
concerning  your  marriage. 
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Shal.   Aj)  there's  the  point,  sir. 

Eva.  Many  J  is  it  j  the  very  point  of  it ;  to  mistress 
Anne  Page. 

Slen.  Why,  if  it  be  so,  I  will  marry  her,  upon  any 
reasonable  demands. 

Eva.  But  can  you  affection  the  'oman  ?  Let  us 
command  to  know  tliat  of  your  mouth,  or  of  your 
lips  J  for  divers  philosophers  hold,  that  the  lips  is  par- 
cel of  the  mouth  ; — Therefore,  precisely,  can  you 
carry  your  good  will  to  the  maid  ? 

Shal.  Cousin  Abraham  Slender,  can  you  love  her  ? 

Slen.  I  hope,  sir, — I  will  do,  as  it  shall  become  one 
that  would  do  reason. 

Eva.  Nay,  Got's  lords  and  his  ladies,  you  must 
speak- possitablcj  if  you  can  carry  her  your  desires  to- 
wards her. 

Shal.  That  you  must :  Will  you^  upon  good  dowiy, 
marry  her  ? 

Slen.  I  will  do  a  greater  thing  than  that,  upon  your 
request,  cousin,  in  any  reason. 

Shal.  Nay,  conceive  me,  conceive  me,  sweet  coz ; 
what  I  do,  is  to  pleasure  you^  coz  :  Can  you  love  the 
maid  ? 

Slen.  I  will  marry  her,  sir,  at  your  request  j  but  if 
there  be  no  great  love  in  the  beginning,  yet  heaven 
may  decrease  it  upon  better  acquaintance,  when  we 
are  married,  and  have  more  occasion  to  know  one  an- 
other :  I  hope,  upon  familiarity  will  grow  more  con- 
tempt :  but  if  you  say,  marry  her,  I  will  marry  her, 
that  I  am  freely  dissolved,  and  dissolutely. 
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Eva.  It  is  a  fery  discretion  answer ;  save,  the  faul' 
is  in  the  'ort  dissolutely  :  the  'ort  is,  according  to  our 
meaning,  resolutely  ; — his  meaning  is  good. 

Shal.    Ay,  I  think  my  cousin  meant  well. 

Skn.   Ay,  or  else  I  would  I  might  be  hang'd,  la. 

Re-enter  Anne  Page. 

ShaL  Here  comes  fair  mistress  Anne  :  — Would  I 
were  young,  for  your  sake,  mistress  Anne  ! 

Anne.  The  dinner  is  on  the  table ;  my  fatlier  de- 
sires your  worships'  company. 

Shal.    I  will  wait  on  him,  fair  mistress  Anne. 

Ex  a.  Od's  plessed  will !  I  will  not  be  absence  at 
the  grace.  [^Exeunt  Shallow  and  Sir  H.  Evans. 

Anne.   Will't  please  your  worship  to  come  in,  sir? 

Slen.  No,  I  thank  you,  forsooth^,  heartily  j  I  am 
very  well. 

Anne.  The  dinner  attends  you,  *ir. 

Slen.  I  am  not  a-hungry,  I  thank  you,  forsooth  : — 
Go,  sirrah,  for  all  you  are  my  man,  go,  wait  upon  my 
cousin  Shallow  :  [£.r?Y  Simple. '\  A  justice  of  peace 
sometime  may  be  beholden  to  his  friend  for  a  man  :  — 
I  keep  but  three  men  and  a  boy  yet,  till  my  mother 
be  dead :  But  what  though  ?  yet  I  live  like  a  poor 
gentleman  born. 

Anne.  I  may  not  go  in  without  your  worship:  they 
will  not  sit,  till  you  come. 

Slen.  I'faith,  I'll  eat  nothings  I  thank  you  as  much 
as  though  I  did.  ♦ 

Anne.   I  pray  you,  sir,  walk  in. 
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Skn.  I  had  rather  walk  here,  I  thank  you  :  I  brais'd 
my  shin  the  other  day  with  playing  at  sword  and  dag- 
ger with  a  master  of  fence,  three  veneys  ^^  for  a  dish 
of  stew'd  prunes  j  and,  by  my  troth,  I  cannot  abide 
the  smell  of  hot  meat  since.  Why  do  your  dogs  bark 
so  ?  be  there  bears  i'  the  town  ? 

Anne.  I  think,  there  are,  sir ;  I  heard  them  talk'd  of. 

Skn.  I  love  the  sport  well ;  but  I  shall  as  soon 
quarrel  at  it,  as  any  man  in  England  :  —You  are  afraid, 
if  you  see  the  bear  loose,  are  you  not  ? 

Anne.   Ay,  indeed,  sir. 

Sim.  That's  meat  and  drink  io  me  now :  I  have 
seen  Sackerson  -^  loose,  twenty  times ;  and  have  taken 
him  by  the  chain :  but,  I  warrant  you,  the  women 
have  so  cried  and  shriek' d  at  it,  that  it  pass'd'^  : — but 
women,  indeed,  cannot  abide  'em  j  they  are  very  ill- 
favour'd  rough  things. 

Re-enter  Page. 

Page.  Come,  gentle  master  Slender,  come,-  we 
stay  for  you. 

Slen.   I'll  eat  nothing  j  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Page.  By  cock  and  pye,  you  shall  not  choose,  sir  : 
come,  come. 

Skn.  Nay,  pray  you,  lead  the  way. 

Page.   Come  on,  sir. 

Slen.  Mistress  Anne,  yourself  shall  go  first. 

Anne.  Not  I,  sir ;  pray  you,  keep  on. 

Slen.  Truly,  I  will  not  go  first j  truly>  la:  I  will 
not  do  you  that  wrong. 

VOL.  II.  c 
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.  Anne.   I  pray  you,  sir. 

Skn.  I'll  rather  be  unmannerly,  than  troublesome : 
you  do  yourself  wrong,  indeed,  la.  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE  IT. 

The  Sajne. 

Enter  Sir  Hugh  Evans  and  Simple. 

Eva.  Go  your  ways,  and  ask  of  Doctor  Caius'  house, 
which  is  the  way :  and  tliere  dwells  one  mistress 
Quickly,  which  is  in  the  manner  of  his  nurse,  or  his 
dry  nurse,  or  his  cook,  or  his  laundry,  his  washer,  and 
his  wringer. 

Simp.   Well,  sir. 

Eva.   Nay,  it  is  petter  yet : give  her  this  letter; 

for  it  is  a  'oman  that  altogether's  acquaintance  with 
mistress  Anne  Page ;  and  the  letter  is,  to  desire  and 
require  her  to  solicit  your  master's  desires  to  mistress 
Anne  Page  :  I  pray  you,  be  gone  j  I  will  make  an 
end  of  my  dinner  ;  there's  pippins  and  cheese  to  come. 

[^Exeunf. 

SCENE  II L 
A  Rooni  in  the  Garter  Inn, 

Enter  Falstatf,  Host,  Bardolph,  Nym^  Pistol, 

and  Robin, 

FaL   Mine  host  of  the  Garter,— 
Hufit.   What  says  my  bully-i;;ook  ?  Speak  schollarly, 
and  wisely. 
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Fal.  Truly,  mine  host,  I  must  turn  away  some  of 
my  followers. 

Host.  Discard,  bully  Hercules  3  cashier:  let  them 
wag  J  ti'ot,  trot. 

Fal.   I  sit  at  ten  pounds  a  week. 

Host.  Thou'rt  an  emperor,  Caesar,  Keisar  ^^,  and 
Pheezar^.  I  will  entertain  Bardolph ;  he  shall  draw, 
he  shall  tap  :  said  I  well,  bully  Hector  ? 

Fal.   Do  so,  good  mine  host. 

Host.  I  have  spoke ;  let  him  follow  :  Let  me  see 
thee  froth,  and  lime  ^*  :  I  am  at  a  word ;  follow. 

[Exit  Host^ 

Fal.  Bardolph,  follow  him  3  a  tapster  is  a  good 
trade  :  An  old  cloak  makes  a  new  jerkin  j  a  withered 
servingman,  a  fresh  tapster  :  Go  -,  adieu. 

Bard.   It  is  a  life  tliat  I  have  desired  j  I  will  tlirive. 

[Exit  Bard. 

Fist.  O  base  Gongarian  ^^  wight !  wilt  thou  the 
spigot  wield  ? 

Nym.  He  was  gotten  in  drink  :  Is  not  tlie  humour 
conceited  ?  His  mind  is  not  heroick,  and  there's  tlie 
humour  of  it. 

Fal.  I  am  glad,  I  am  so  quit  of  tliis  tinderbox  j  his 
tJiefts  were  too  open  :  his  filching  was  like  an  unskil- 
ful singer,  he  kept  not  time. 

Nym.  The  good  humour  is,  to  steal  at  a  minute's 
rest. 

Fist.  Convey,  the  wise  it  call :  Steal !  fob  j  a  fico  "* 
for  the  phrase ! 
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Fah  Well,  sirs,  I  am  almost  out  at  heels. 

Fist.   Why  then,  let  kibes  ensue. 

Fed.   There  is  no  remedy  3  I  must  coney-catch  ;  I 
must  shift. 

Fist.   Young  ravens  must  have  food. 

Fal.  Which  of  you  know  Ford  of  this  town  ? 

Fist.   I  ken  the  wight  j  he  is  of  substance  good. 

Fal.   My  honest  lads,  I  will  tell  you  what  I  am 
about. 

Fist.  Two  yards,  and  more. 

Fal.  No  quips  now.  Pistol  3  Indeed  I  am  in  the 
•waist  two  yards  about:  but  I  am  now abou^no  waste j 
I  am  about  tlirift.  Briefly,  I  do  mean  to  make  love 
to  Ford's  wife  j  I  spy  entertainment  in  her  j  she  dis- 
courses, she  car\'es,  she  gives  the  leer  of  invitation  :  I 
can  construe  the  action  of  her  familiar  style  3  and  the 
hardest  voice  of  her  behaviour,  to  be  English'd  rightly, 
is,  /  am  Sir  John  Falstufs, 

Fist.   He  hatli  study'd  her  well,  and  translated  her 
well  3  out  of  honesty  into  English. 

Nym,  The  anchor  is  deep :  will  that  humour  pass  ? 

Fal.   Now,  the  report  goes,  she  has  all  the  rule  of 
her  husband's  purse  3  she  hatli  legions  of  angels. 

Fist.  As  many  devils  entertain  3  and.  To  her^  bo\j, 
say  I. 

Nym.  The  humour  rises  3  it  is  good:  humour  me 

the  angels. 

Fal.   I  have  writ  me  here  a  letter  to  her  :  and  here 
another  tg  Page's  wife  3.  who  even  now  gave  me  good 
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eyes  too,  examin'd  my  parts  with  most  judicious 
eyliads  ^^ :  sometimes  the  beam  of  her  view  gilded  my 
foot^  sometimes  my  portly  belly. 

Pist,  Then  did  the  sun  on  dung-hill  shine. 

Nr/7n,   I  thank  thee  for  tliat  humour. 

Fal.  Of  she  did  so  course  o'er  my  exteriors  witli 
such  a  greedy  intention,  tliat  tlie  appetite  of  her  eye 
did  seem  to  scorch  me  up  like  a  burning-glass !  Here's 
another  letter  to  her  :  she  bears  the  purse  too ;  she  is 
a  region  in  Guiana  ^''^  all  gold  and  bounty.  I  will  be 
cheater  ^^  to  them  both,  and  they  shall  be  exchequers 
to  me  ',  they  shall  be  my  East  and  West  Indies,  and 
I  will  trade  to  them  both.  Go,  bear  thou  this  letter 
to  mistress  Page  ;  and  thou  this  to  mistress  Ford  :  we 
will  thrive,  lads,  we  will  thrive. 

Pist.   Shall  I  sir  Pandarus  of  Troy  become. 
And  by  my  side  wear  steel  ?  then,  Lucifer  take  all ! 

Nym.   I  will  run  no  base  humour  :  here,  take  the 
humour  letter  j  I  will  keep  the  'haviour  of  reputation. 

Fal.   Hold,  sirrah,  [To  Rob.]  bear  you  these  let- 
ters tightly ; 
Sail  like  my  pinnace  to  tliese  golden  shores. — 
Rogues,  hence,  avaunt !  vanish  like  hail-stones,  go ; 
Trudge,  plod,  away,  o'the  hoof  5  seek  shelter,  pack  ! 
FalstafF  will  learn  the  humour  of  this  age, 
French  thrift,  you  rogues  3  myself,  and  skirted  page. 

[Exeunt  Fahtaff  and  Robin. 

Pist.   Let  vultures  gripe  thy  guts !  for  gourd,  and 
fuUam'^  holds. 
And  high  and  low  beguile  the  rich  and  poor  ; 
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Tester  I'll  have  in  jx)uch,  when  thou  shalt  lack. 
Base  Phrygian  Turk ! 

Nym.   I  have  operations  in  my  head,  which  be  hu- 
mours of  revenge. 

Pkt.   Wilt  thou  revenge? 

Nym.  By  welkin,  and  her  star  ! 

Pist.  Witli  wit,  or  steel  ? 

Nym.  With  both  tlie  humours,  I : 

I  will  discuss  the  humour  of  this  love  to  Page. 
Pint.  And  I  to  Ford  shall  eke  unfold. 
How  FalstafF,  varlet  vile. 
His  dove  will  prove,  his  gold  will  hold. 
And  his  soft  couch  defile. 
Nym,   My  humour  shall  not  cool :  I  will  incense 
Page  to  deal  with  poison  ;   I  will  possess  him  with 
yellowness,  for  the  revolt  of  mien  ^*  is  dangerous  :  tiiat 
is  my  tiTie  humour. 

Pi6t.   Thou  art  the  Mars  of  malcontents  :  I  second 
thee ;  troop  on.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IF. 

A  Room  in  Dr.  Cuius  s  House. 

Enter  Mis,  Quickly,  Simple,  and  Rugby. 

Quick.  What;  John  Rugby ! — I  pray  diee,  go  to 
the  casement,  and  see  if  you  can  see  my  master,  master 
Dr.  Caius,  coming  :  if  he  do,  i'faitli,  and  find  any 
body  in  the  house,  here  will  be  an  old  abusing  of 
God's  patience,  and  the  king's  English. 
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Ryg.  I'll  go  watch.  [Exit  Kughy, 

Quick.  Go }  and  we'll  have  a  posset  fort  soon  at 
night,  in  faith,  at  the  latter  end  of  a  sea-coal  fire.  An 
honest,  willing,  kind  fellow,  as  ever  servant  shall  come 
in  house  withal  j  and,  I  warrant  you,  no  tell-tale,  nor 
no  breed-bate  ^'^ :  his  worst  fault  is,  that  he  is  given  to 
prayer ;  he  is  something  peevish  that  way  ;  but  no- 
body but  has  his  fault) — but  let  that  pass.  Peter 
Simple,  you  say  your  name  is  ? 

Sim.  Ay,  for  fault  of  a  better. 

Quick,   And  master  Slender's  your  master  ? 

Sim.  Ay,  forsooth. 

Quick.  Does  he  not  wear  a  great  round  beard,  like 
a  glover's  paring-knife  ? 

.  Sim.  No,  forsooth  :  he  hath  but  a  little  wee  face, 
with  a  little  yellow  beard ;  a  Cain-colour'd  ^^  beard. 

Quick.   A  softly-sprighted  man,  is  he  not  ? 

Sim.  Ay,  forsooth :  but  he  is  as  tall  a  man  of  his 
hands,  as  any  is  between  this  and  his  head  3  he  hath 
fought  with  a  warrener. 

Quick.  How  say  you  ? — O,  I  should  remember 
him ;  Does  he  not  hold  up  his  head,  as  it  were  ?  and 
strut  in  his  gait  ? 

Sim.   Yes,  indeed,  does  he. 

Quick.  Well,  heaven  send  Anne  Page  no  worse  for- 
tune !  TeD  master  parson  Evans,  I  will  do  what  I  can 
for  your  master :  Anne  is  a  good  girl^  and  I  wish — 

Re-enter  B.VG^Y. 

Rug.  Out,  alas  !  here  comes  my  master. 

Quick.  We  shall  all  be  shent  ^* :  Run  in  here^  good 
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young  man  ;  go  into  this  closet.  [Shuts  Simple  in  the 
closet.']  He  will  not  stay  long. — What,  John  Rugby  ! 
John,  what,  John,  I  say  ! — Go,  John,  go  enquire  for 
my  master ;  I  doubt,  he  be  not  well,  that  he  comes 
not  home  : — and  doxvii,  down,  adomn-a,  &c.        [sings. 

Enter  Doctor  Caius. 

Caius,  Vat  is  you  sing  ?  I  do  not  like  dese  toys  j 
Pray  you,  go  and  vetch  me  in  my  closet  un  boiikr 
lerd ;  a  box,  a  green-a  box  -,  Do  intend  vat  I  speak  ? 
a  green-a  box. 

Qvick.  Ay,  forsooth,  I'll  fetch  it  you.  I  am  glad 
he  went  not  in  himself :  if  he  had  found  the  young 
man,  he  would  have  been  horn-mad.  [Aside. 

Caius,  Fe,  fe  fe,  fe  !  ma  foi,  il fait  fort  chaud. 
Je  m^en  vais  a  la  Cour, — la  grafide  affaire. 

Quick.   Is  it  this,  sir  ? 

Caius.  Ouy ;  mcttc  Ic  au  man  pocket  3  Depec/ic, 
quickly  : — Vere  is  dat  knave  Rugby  ? 

Quick.   What,  John  Rugby  !  John  f 

Rug.   Here,  sir.  ^ 

Caius.  You  are  John  Rugby,  and  you  are  Jack 
Kugby :  Come,  take-a  your  rapier,  and  come  after  my 
heel  to  de  court. 

Ryg.    'Tis  ready,  sir,  here  in  tlie  porch. 

Caius.  By  my  trot,  I  tarry  too  long  :  — Od's  me  ! 
Qu'ayfouhlie  f  dere  is  some  simples  in  my  closet,  dat 
I  vill  not  for  tlie  varld  I  shall  leave  behind. 

Quick.  All  me  I  he'll  find  tlie  young  man  tliere, 
and  be  mad. 

Caius.   0  diablcj  diablc!  vat  is  in  my  closet  ? — Vil- 
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lainy  ?    larron  I    [Pulling  Simple  out.']   Rugby^    mj 
rapier. 

Quick.   Good  master,  be  content. 
•  Caius.   Verefore  shall  I  be  content-a  ? 

Quick.   The  young  man  is  an  honest  man. 

Caius.  Vat  shall  de  honest  man  do  in  my  closet  ? 
dere  is  no  honest  man  dat  shall  come  in  my  closet. 

Quick.  I  beseech  you,  be  not  so  flegmatick ;  hear 
the  truth  of  it :  He  came  of  an  errand  to  me  from 
parson  Hugh. 

Cains.   Veil. 

Sim.   Ay,  forsooth,  to  desire  her  to 

Quick.    Peace,  I  pray  you. 

Caius.   Peace-a  your  tongue:  -  Speak-a  your  tale. 

Sim.  To  desire  this  honest  gentlewoman,  your  maid, 
to  speak  a  good  word  to  mistress  Anne  Page  for  my 
master,  in  the  way  of  marriage. 

Quick.  This  is  all,  indeed,  la  j  but  I'll  ne'er  put  my 
finger  in  the  fire,  and  need  not. 

Caius.  Sir  Hugh  send-a  you?— Rugby,  baiJlez  me 
some  paper  :  Tarry  you  a  little-a  while.  [xcrites. 

Quick.  I  am  glad  he  is  so  quiet :  if  he  had  been 
thoroughly  moved,  you  should  have  heard  him  so  loud, 
and  so  melancholy; — But  notwithstanding,  man,  I'll 
do  your  master  what  good  I  can :  and  the  very  yea 
and  the  no  is,  the  French  Doctor,  my  master, — I  may 
call  him  my  master,  look  you,  for  I  keep  his  house  j 
and  I  wash,  wring,  brew,  bake,  scour,  diess  meat  and 
drink,  make  the  beds,  and  do  all  myself; — 
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Sim.  'Tis  a  great  charge,  to  come  under  one  body's 
hand. 

Quick,  Are  you  avis'd  o'  that  ?  you  shall  find  it  a 
great  charge  :  and  to  be  up  early,  and  down  late ; — 
but  notwithstanding,  (to  tell  you  in  your  ear ;  I  would 
have  no  words  of  it  j)  my  master  himself  is  in  love 
with  mistress  Anne  Page :  but  notwithstanding  that, 
— I  know  Anne's  mind, — that's  neither  here  nor  there. 

Caius.  You  j  ack'nape ;  give-a  dis  letter  to  Sir  Hugh  j 
by  gar,  it  is  a  shallenge :  I  vill  cut  his  troat  in  de 
park ;  and  I  vill  teach  a  scurvy  jack-a-nape  priest  to 
meddle  or  make  : — you  may  be  gone ;  it  is  not  good 
you  tarry  here :  — by  gar,  I  vill  cut  all  his  two  stones ; 
by  gar,  he  shall  not  have  a  stone  to  trow  at  his  dog, 

[^Exit  Simple. 

Quick.   Alas,  he  speaks  but  for  his  friend. 

Caius.  It  is  no  matter-a  for  dat : — do  not  you  tell-a 
me  dat  I  shall  have  Anne  Page  for  myself? — by  gar, 
I  vill  kill  de  Jack  ^^  priest ;  and  I  have  appointed  mine 
host  of  de  Jarterre  to  measure  our  weapon  : — by  gar, 
I  vill  myself  have  Anne  Page. 

Quick.  Sir,  the  maid  loves  you,  and  all  shall  be 
well :  we  must  give  folks  leave  to  prate  :  What,  the 
good-jer ! 

Caius.  Rugby,  come  to  the  court  Vit  me  j — By  gar, 
if  I  have  not  Anne  Page,  I  shall  turn  your  head  out  of 
my  door  : — Follow  my  heels,  Rugby. 

\_Exeuitt  Caius  and  Rugby. 

Quick.  You  shall  have  An  fools-head  of  your  own. 
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No,  I  know  Anne's  mind  for  tliat :  never  a  woman  in 
Windsor  knows  more  of  Anne's  mind  than  I  do  j  nor 
can  do  more  than  I  do  widi  her,  I  diank  heaven. 

lent.    [fVitkin.]  Who's  within  there,  ho  ? 

Quick.  Who's  there,  I  trow  ?  Come  near  the  house, 
I  pray  you. 

Enter  Fenton. 

F€}it.    How  now,  good  woman  3  how  dost  thou  ? 

Quick.  The  better,  that  it  pleases  your  good  wor- 
ship to  ask. 

Fenf.   What  news  ?  how  does  pretty  mistress  Anne  ? 

Quick.  In  truth,  sir,  and  she  is  pretty,  and  honest, 
and  gentle ;  and  one  that  is  your  friend,  I  can  tell  you 
tliat  by  the  way  5  I  praise  heaven  for  it. 

Fenf.  Shall  I  do  any  good,  tliinkest  thou  ?  Shall  I 
not  lose  my  suit  ? 

Quick.  Troth,  sir,  all  is  in  his  hands  above :  but 
notwithstanding,  master  Fenton,  I'll  be  sworn  on  a 
book,  she  loves  you  : — Have  not  your  worship  a  wart 
above  your  eye  ? 

Fent.   Yes,  marry,  have  I ;  what  of  that  ? 

Quick.  Well,  thereby  hangs  a  talej — good  faith,  it 
is  such  anodier  Nan  j  — but,  I  detest,  an  honest  maid 
as  ever  broke  bread  : — We  had  an  hour's  talk  of  that 
wart  J — I  shall  never  laugh  but  in  that  maid's  com- 
pany I — But,  indeed,  she  is  given  too  much  to  alU-^ 
choUy  and  musing  :  But  for  you — Well,  go  to. 
Fe7it,  Well,  I  shall  see  her  to-day :  Hold,  there's 
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money  for  thee  j  let  me  have  thy  voice  in  my  behalf: 
if  tliou  seest  her  before  me,  commend  me — 

Quick.  Will  I  ?  i'faith,  tliat  we  will:  and  I  will  tell 
your  worship  more  of  the  wart,  the  next  time  wc 
have  confidence  ;  and  of  otlier  wooers. 

Fent,  Well,  farewell  j  I  am  in  great  haste  now. 

lExif. 

Quick.  Farewell  to  your  worship. — Truly,  an  honest 
gentleman;  but  Anne  loves  him  not;  for  I  know 
Anne's  mind  as  well  as  another  does  :— Out  upon't ! 
what  have  I  forgot  ?  [Exit. 

ACT  II.  SCENE  I. 

Before  Page's  House. 
Enter  Mistress  Page,  uith  a  Letter. 

Mrs.  Page.  What !  have  I  'scaped  love-letters  in 
the  holy-  day  time  of  my  beauty,  and  am  I  now  a  sub- 
ject for  diem  ?  Let  me  see  :  [reads. 

Ask  me  no  reason  why  I  love  you  ;  for  though  love 
use  reason  for  his  precisian,  he  admits  him  not  for  his 
counsellor:  You  are  not  young,  no  more  am  I;  go  to 
then,  there s  syjiipathy:  you  are  merry,  so  ain  I ;  Ha! 
ha  !  then  there  s  more  sympathy  :  you  love  sack,  and  so 
do  I ;  Would  you  desire  better  sympathy?  Let  it  suffice 
thee,  mistress  Page,  Cat  the  least,  if  the  love  of  a  soldier 
can  suffice,)  that  I  love  thee.  I  will  not  say,  pity  me, 
lisjwt  a  soldier-like  phrase;  hut  I  say,  love  me.  By  mc. 
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Thine  own  true  hiight. 

By  day  or  night, 

Or  any  kind  of  light. 

With  all  his  might, 

For  thee  tojight,  Jo  h  n  Fa  ls t  a  f f . 
What  a  Herod  of  Jewry  is  this  ? — O  wicked,  wicked 
world  ! — one  that  is  well  nigh  worn  to  pieces  witli 
age,  to  show  himself  a  young  gallant !  What  an  un- 
weigh'd  behaviour  hath  this  Flemish  drunkard  pick'd 
(with  the  devil's  name)  out  of  my  conversation,  that 
he  dares  in  this  manner  assay  me  ?  Why,  he  hath 
not  been  tlirice  in  my  company  !— What  should  I  say 
to  him  ? — I  was  then  frugal  of  my  mirth :— heaven 
forgive  me  !  — Why,  I'll  exhibit  a  bill  in  the  par- 
liament for  the  putting  down  of  men.  How  shall  I 
be  revenged  on  him  ?  for  revenged  I  will  be^  as  sure 
as  his  guts  are  made  of  puddings. 

Enter  Mistress  Ford. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Mistress  Page  !  trust  me^  I  was  going 
to  your  house. 

Mrs.  Page.  And^  trust  me^  I  was  coming  to  you. 
You  look  very  ill. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  I'll  ne'er  believe  that  j  I  have  to 
show  to  tlie  contrary. 

Mrs.  Page.   'Faith^  but  you  do,  in  my  mind. 

31  rs.  Ford.  Well,  I  do  then  -,  yet,  I  say,  I  could 
show  you  to  the  contrary  :  O,  mistress  Page,  give  me 
some  counsel ! 

Mrs  Page.  What's  the  matter,  woman  ? 
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Mrs.  Ford.  O  woman,  if  it  were  not  for  one  trifling 
lespect,  I  could  come  to  such  honour  ! 

Mrs.  Page.    Hang  the  trifle,   woman ;    take   the 

honour  :  What  is  it  ? dispense  with  trifles  j — what 

is  it  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  If  I  would  but  go  to  hell  for  an  eternal 
moment,  or  so,  I  could  be  knighted. 

Mrs.  Page.   What  ? — thou  liest ! — Sir  Alice  Ford  ! 

These  knights  will  hack  ^^ ;  and  so  tliou  shouldst 

not  alter  the  article  of  thy  gentry. 

Mrs.  Ford.  We  burn  day-light^' :— here,  read,  read j 
— perceive  how  I  might  be  knighted. — I  shall  think 
the  worse  of  fat  men,  as  long  as  I  have  an  eye  to  make 
dilference  of  men's  liking :  And  yet  he  would  not 
swear  -,  prais'd  women's  modest}"^ :  and  gave  such  or- 
derly and  well-behaved  reproof  to  all  uncomeliness^ 
tliat  I  would  have  sworn  his  disposition  would  have 
gone  to  tlie  truth  of  his  words  :  but  they  do  no  more 
adhere,  and  keep  place  together,  tlian  the  hundredth 
psalm  to  the  tune  of  Green  sleeves  ^^.  What  tempest, 
I  trow,  threw  this  whale,  with  so  many  tuns  of  oil  in 
his  belly,  ashore  at  Windsor  ?  How  shall  I  be  revenged 
on  him  ?  I  think,  the  best  way  were  to  entertain  him 
with  hope,  till  the  wicked  fire  of  lust  have  melted  him 
in  his  own  grease. — Did  you  ever  hear  tlie  like  ? 

Mrs.  Page.   Letter  for  letter  ;  but  that  the  name  of 
Page  and  Ford  differs ! — To  tliy  great  comfort  in  this 
mystery  of  ill  opinions,  here's  tlie  twin-brother  of  tliy 
letter :  but  let  thine  inherit  first ;  for,  I  protest,  mine 
never  shall.     I  warranty  he  hatii  a  thousand  of  these 
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letters,  writ  with  blank  space  for  different  names,  (sure 
more,)  and  these  are  of  the  second  edition  :  He  will 
print  them  out  of  doubt ;  for  he  cares  not  what  he 
puts  into  the  press,  when  he  would  put  us  two.  I  had 
rather  be  a  giantess,  and  lie  under  mount  Pelion.  Well, 
I  will  find  you  twenty  lascivious  turtles,  ere  one  chaste 
man. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  this  is  the  veiy  same  j  the  very 
hand,  the  very  words  :  What  doth  he  think  of  us  ? 

3Irs.  Page.  Nay,  I  know  not :  It  makes  me  almost 
ready  to  wrangle  with  mine  own  honesty.  I'll  enter- 
tain myself  like  one  that  I  am  not  acquainted  withal  j 
for,  sure,  unless  he  knew  some  strain  in  me,  that  I 
know  not  myself,  he  would  never  have  boarded  me  in 
this  fury. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Boarding,  call  you  it?  I'll  be  sure  to 
keep  him  above  deck. 

Mrs.  Page.  So  will  I  ^  if  he  come  under  my  hatches, 
I'll  never  to  sea  again.  Let's  be  revenged  on  him : 
let's  appoint  him  a  meetings  give  him  a  show  of 
comfort  in  his  suit;  and  lead  him  on  with  a  fine- 
baited  delay,  till  he  hath  pawn'd  his  horses  to  mine 
Host  of  the  Garter. 

Mrs,  Ford.  Nay,  I  will  consent  to  act  any  villainy 
against  him,  that  may  not  sully  the  chariness  of  our 
honesty.  O,  that  my  husband  saw  this  letter  ^^ !  it 
would  give  eternal  food  to  his  jealousy. 

Mrs.  Page.  Why,  look,  where  he  comes  j  and  my 
good  man  too  :  he's  as  far  from  jealousy,  as  I  am  from. 
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giving  him  cause ;  and  that^  I  hope^  is  an  unmeasure- 
able  distance. 

Mrs.  Ford.  You  are  the  happier  woman. 

Mrs.  Page.  Let's  consult  together  against  this  greasy- 
knight :  Come  hither.  [^T key  retire. 

Enter  Ford,  Pistol^  Page,  and  Nym. 

Ford.   Well,  I  hope,  it  be  not  so.- 

Tist.   Hope  is  a  curtail  dog  in  some  affairs : 
Sir  John  affects  thy  wife. 

Ford.   Why,  sir,  my  wife  is  not  young. 

Fist.   He  woes  botli  high  and  low,  both  rich  and 
poor, 
Botli  young  and  old,  one  with  another.  Ford  j 
He  loves  tliy  gally-mawfry :  Ford,  perpend. 

Ford.   Love  my  wife  ? 

Fist.  With  liver  burning  hot:  Prevent,  or  go  thoU/ 
Like  Sir  Actaeon  he,  with  Ring- wood  at  thy  heels  :  — 
O,  odious  is  the  name  ! 

Ford.   What  name,  sir  ? 

Fist.  The  horn,  I  say  :  Farewel. 
Take  heed  3  have  open  eye  3  for  thieves  do  foot  by 

night : 
Take  heed,  ere  summer  conies,   or  cuckoo-birds  do 
sing.— 

Away,  sir  corporal  Nym. 

Believe  it,  Pagej  he  speaks  sense.  [Exit  Fisiol. 

Ford.   I  will  be  patient  j  I  will  find  out  this. 

A>w.   And  tliis  is  truej   [To  Page.]  I  like  not  the 
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humour  of  lying.  He  hath  wrong' d  me  in  some 
humoiu's  :  I  should  have  borne  the  humour' d  letter 
to  her  -J  but  I  have  a  sword,  and  it  shall  bite  upon  my 
necessity.  He  loves  your  wafe  3  there's  the  short 
and  tlie  long.  My  name  is  corporal  Nym  ;  I  speak, 
and  I  avouch.  'Tis  true  : — my  name  is  N)-™,  and 
FalstafF  loves  your  wife. — Adieu  !  I  love  not  the  hu- 
mour of  bread  and  cheese  j  and  tliere's  the  humour 
ofit^°.     Adieu.  [Exit  Nym, 

Page.  The  humour  of  itj  quoth  'a  !  here's  a  fellow 
frights  humour  out  of  his  wits. 

Ford.   I  will  seek  out  Falstaif . 

Page.  I  never  heard  such  a  drawling,  affecting  rogucc 

Ford.   If  I  do  find  it,  well. 

Page.  I  will  not  believe  such  a  Cataian  *^  though 
Ae  priest  o'  the  town  commended  him  for  a  true  man. 

Ford.   'Twas  a  good  sensible  fellow  :  Well. 

Page.   How  now,  Meg  ? 

3Irs.  Page.   Whither  go  you,  George  ? — Hark  you. 

Mts.  Ford.  How  nowj  sweet  Frank  ?  why  art  thou 
melancholy  ? 

Ford.  I  melancholy  !  I  am  not  melancholy. — Get 
you  home,  go.  ' 

3Ir.s.  Ford.  'Faith^  thou  hast  some  crotchets  in  thy 
head  now. — Will  you  go,  mistress  Page  ? 

Mrs.  Page,  Have  with  you. — ^You'll  come  to  din- 
ner, George  ? — Look,  who  comes  yonder  :  she  shall 
be  our  messenger  to  this  paltry  knight. 

[Aside  to  Mrs.  Ford'. 

VOL.  II.  J) 
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Enter  Mistress  Quickly. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Tmst  me,  I  tliought  on  her :  she'll  fit  it. 

Mrs.  Page.  You  are  come  to  see  my  daughter 
Anne  ? 

Qiiiek.  Ay,  forsooth  ;  And,  I  pray,  how  does  good 
mistress  Anne  ? 

3Irs,  Page.  Go  in  witli  us,  and  see^  we  have  an 
hour's  talk  with  you. 

[Exeunt  Mrs.  Page,  Mrs.  Ford,  and  Mrs.  Quickly » 

Page.   How  now,  master  Ford  ? 

Ford.  You  heard  what  this  knave  told  me  3  did  you 
not? 

Page,  Yes  j  and  you  heard  what  the  other  told  me  ? 

Foi  d.   Do  you  think  there  is  truth  in  them  ? 

Page,  Hang  'em,  slaves  !  I  do  not  think  tlie  knight 
would  offer  it :  but  these  that  accuse  him  in  his  in- 
tent towards  our  wives,  are  a  yoke  of  his  discarded 
men ;  very  rogues,  now  tliey  be  out  of  service. 

Ford.  Were  they  his  men  ? 

Page.   Marry,  were  they. 

Ford.  I  like  it  never  tlie  better  for  tliat. — Does  he 
lie  at  the  Garter  ? 

Page.  Ay,  marry,  does  he.  If  he  should  intend 
this  voyage  towards  my  wife,  I  would  turn  her  loose 
to  him ;  and  what  he  gets  m6re  of  her  than  sharp 
words,  let  it  lie  on  my  head. 

Ford.  I  do  not  misdoubt  my  wife  j  but  I  would  be 
Toth  to  turn  tlicm  togetlier  :  A  man  may  be  too  con- 
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fident :  I  would  have  nothing  lie  on  my  head  '^^ :  I 
cannot  be  thus  satisfied. 

Page.  Look,  where  my  ranting  host  of  the  Garter 
comes  :  tliere  is  eitlier  liquor  in  his  pate,  or  money  in 
his  purse,  when  he  looks  so  merrily. — How  now, 
mine  host  ? 

Enter  Host,  and  Shallow. 

Host.  How  now,  bully-rook  ?  tliou'rt  a  gentleman: 
cavalero-justjce,  I  say. 

Skal.  I  follow,  mine  host,  I  follow. — Good  even, 
and  twenty,  good  master  Page  !  Master  Page,  will 
you  go  witli  us  ?  we  have  sport  in  hand. 

Host.  Tell  him,  cavalero-justice  3  tell  him,  bully- 
rook. 

Shal.  Sir,  tliere  is  a  fray  to  be  fought,  between  sir 
Hugh  the  Welch  priest,  and  Caius  the  French  doctor. 

Furd.  Good  mine  host  o'  tlie  Garter,  a  word  witli 
you. 

Host.   What  say'st  tliou,  bully-rook  ? 

\They  go  aside. 

S/ial.  Will  you  [To  Page]  go  with  us  to  behold 
it  ?  my  merry  host  hatli  had  the  measuring  of  their 
weapons  j  and,  I  think,  he  hath  appointed  diem  con- 
trary places  :  for,  believe  me,  I  hear,  tlie  parson  is  no 
jester.     Hark,  I  will  tell  you  what  our  sport  shall  be. 

Host.  Hast  thou  no  suit  against  my  knight,  my 
guest-cavalier  ? 

Furd.   None,  I  protest :  but  111  give  you  a  pottle  of 
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burnt  sack  to  give  me  recourse  to  him,  and  tell  him, 
my  name  is  Brook  j  only  for  a  jest. 

Host.  My  hand,  bully  :  thou  shalt  have  egress  and 
regress  j  said  I  well  ?  and  thy  name  shall  be  Brook : 
It  is  a  merry  knight. — Will  you  go  on,  hearts  ? 

Shal.   Have  with  you,  mine  host. 

Page.  I  have  heard,  tlie  Frenchman  halh  good  skill 
in  his  rapier. 

Sha/.  Tut,  sir,  I  could  have  told  you  more :  In  these 
times  you  stand  on  distance,  your  passes,  stoccadoes> 
and  I  know  not  what :  'tis  the  heart,  master  Page ; 
*tis  here,  'tis  here.  I  have  seen  tlie  time,  with  my  long 
sword  ■*^,  I  would  have  made  you  four  tall  fellows  skip 
like  rats. 

Host.   Here,  boys,  here,  here !  shall  we  wag  ? 

Page.  Have  with  you: — I  had  rather  hear  them 
scold  tlian  fight.  [Edrunt  Host,  Shallou,  and  Page. 

Ford.  Though  Page  be  a  secure  fool,  and  stands  so 
firmly  on  his  wife's  frailty,  yet  I  cannot  put  off  my 
opinion  so  easily :  she  was  in  his  company  at  Page's 
house ;  and,  what  they  made  there,  I  know  not. 
"Well,  I  will  look  furtlier  into't :  and  I  have  a  disguise 
to  sound  FalstafF :  If  I  find  her  honest,  I  lose  not  my 
labour  ;  if  she  be  otherwise^  'tis  labour  well  bestow'd. 
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SCENE  II. 

A  Room  in  the  Garter  Lin, 

Enter  Falstaff  and  Pistol. 

Fal.  I  will  not  lend  thee  a  penny. 

Pist.   Why,  then  the  world's  mine  oyster. 
Which  I  with  sword  will  open. — 
I  will  retort  the  sum  in  equipage**. 

Fal.  Not  a  penny.  I  have  been  content,  sir,  you 
should  lay  my  countenance  to  pawn  :  I  have  grated 
upon  my  good  friends  for  tliree  reprieves  for  you  and 
your  coach-fellow*^  Nynij  or  else  you  had  look'd 
through  tlie  grate,  like  a  geminy  of  baboons.  I  am 
damn'd  in  hell,  for  swearing  to  gentlemen  my  friends, 
you  were  good  soldiers,  and  tall  fellows :  and  when 
mistress  Bridget  lost  the  handle  of  her  fan*^,  I  took't 
upon  mine  honour,  thou  hadst  it  not. 

Pist.   Didst  thou  not  shai^e  ?  hadst  thou  not  fifteen 
pence  ? 

FaL  Reason,  you  rogue,  reason :  Think'st  thou, 
I'll  endanger  my  soul  gratis?  At  a  word,  hang  no 
more  about  me,  I  am  no  gibbet  for  you  : — go. — A 
short  knife  and  a  tlirong  *^  j  — to  youi-  manor  of  Pickt- 
hatch'^^,  go. — You'll  not  bear  a  letter  for  me,  you 
rogue  ! — you  stand  upon  your  honour  ! — Why,  tliou 
xinconfinable  baseness,  it  is  as  much  as  I  can  do,  to 
keep  the  terms  of  my  honour  precise.  I,  I,  I  myself 
sometimes,  leaving  the  fear  of  heaven   on  the  left 
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hand,  and  hiding  mine  honour  in  my  necessity,  am 
lain  to  shuffle,  to  hedge,  and  to  lurch ;  and  yet  you, 
rogue,  will  ensconce  your  rags,  your  cat-a-mountain 
looks,  your  red-lattice  ^'^  phrases,  and  your  bold-beat- 
ing oaths,  under  the  shelter  of  your  honour  !  You  will 
not  do  it,  you  ? 

Pist.    I  do  relent  J   What  w^ould'st  tliou  more  of 
man  ? 

Enter  Robin. 

Hoh.    Sir,  here's  a  woman  would  speak  with  you. 
Fal.   Let  her  approach. 

En  ter  Mist  ress  Quickly. 

Quick.    Give  youi*  worship  good-morrow. 

Sal.    Good-morrow,  good  wife. 

Quick.   Not  so,  an't  please  your  worship. 

FaL    Good  maid,  then. 

Quick,  ril  be  sworn ;  as  my  motlier  was,  tlie  first 
hour  I  was  born. 

Fa/.   I  do  believe  the  swearer  :  What  with  me  ? 

Quick.  Shall  I  vouchsafe  your  worship  a  word  or 
two? 

FaJ.  Two  tliousand,  fair  woman  3  and  I'll  vouchsafe 
tliee  tlie  hearing. 

Quick.  There  is  one  mistress  Ford,  sirj — I  pray, 
come  a  little  nearer  this  ways  : — I  myself  dwell  with 
master  doctor  Caius. 

Fal.   Well,  on  :  Mistres?  Ford,  you  say,  — 
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Quick.  Your  worship  says  very  true  :  I  pray  your 
worship,  come  a  little  nearer  tliis  ways. 

Fal.  I  warrant  tliee,  nobody  hears  3 — mine  own 
people,  mine  own  people. 

Quick.  Are  they  so  ?  Heaven  bless  them,  and  make 
tliem  his  servants  ! 

Fal.    Well :   mistress  Ford  ; — what  of  her  ? 

Quick.  AVhy,  sir,  she's  a  good  creature.  Lord, 
lord  !  your  worship's  a  wanton  :  Well,  heaven  for- 
give you,  and  all  of  us,  I  pray  1 

Fa/.   Mistress  Ford  ; — come,  mistress  Ford, — 

Quick.  Marry,  this  is  the  short  and  the  long  of  it ; 
you  have  brought  her  into  such  a  canaries,  as  'tis  won- 
derful. The  best  courtier  of  them  all,  when  the  court 
lay  at  Windsor,  could  never  have  brought  her  to  such 
a  canary.  Yet  there  has  been  knights,  and  lords,  and 
gentlemen,  with  tlieir  coaches ;  I  warrant  you,  coach 
after  coach,  letter  after  letter,  gift  after  gift  5  smelling 
-so  sweetly,  (all  musk,)  and  so  rushling,  I  warrant 
you,  in  silk  and  gold  5  and  in  such  alligant  terms  j 
and  in  such  wine  and  sugar  of  the  best,  and  tlie  fairest, 
that  would  have  won  any  woman's  heart  j  and,  I  war- 
rant you,  they  could  never  get  an  eye-wink  of  her. — 
I  had  myself  twenty  angels  given  me  this  morning  : 
Jbut  I  defy  all  angels,  (in  any  such  sort,  as  they  say,) 
but  in  the  way  of  honesty  : — and,  I  warrant  you,  they 
could  never  get  her  so  much  as  sip  on  a  cup  with  the 
proudest  of  them  all :  and  yet  there  has  been  earls^ 
nay,  which  is  more,  pensioners  j  but,  I  warrant  you, 
all  is  one  with  her. 
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Tal  But  what  says  she  to  me  ?  be  brief,  my  good 
she^  Mercury. 

Qukk.  Many,  she  hatli  receiv'd  your  letter  ;  for 
tlie  which  she  tlianks  you  a  thousand  times  :  and  she 
gives  you  to  notify,  that  her  husband  will  be  absence 
fi-om  his  house  between  ten  and  eleven. 

Fill.   Ten  and  eleven  ? 

Quick.  Ay,  forsootli ;  and  then  you  may  come  and 
see  the  picture,  she  says,  that  you  wot  of; — master 
Ford,  her  husband,  will  be  from  home.  Alas  !  thej 
sweet  woman  leads  an  ill  life  with  him  ;  he's  a  very 
jealousy  man  ;  she  leads  a  very  frampold  ^°  life  with 
him,  good  heart. 

Fa/.  Ten  and  eleven :  Woman,  commend  me  to 
her ;  I  will  not  fail  her. 

Quick.  Why  you  say  well  :  But  I  have  another 
messenger  to  your  worship  :  Mistress  Page  hath  her 
hearty  commendations  to  you  too ; — and  let  me  tell 
you  in  your  ear,  she's  as  fartuous  a  civil  modest  wife, 
and  one  (I  tell  you)  that  will  not  miss  you  morning 
nor  evening  prayer,  as  any  is  in  Windsor,  whoe'er  be 
the  odier :  and  she  bade  me  tell  your  worship,  that 
her  husband  is  seldom  from  home  -,  but,  she  hopes, 
there  will  come  a  time.  I  never  knew  a  woman  so 
dote  upon  a  man  3  surely,  I  think  you  have  charms, 
la  ;  yes,  in  truth. 

Fa/.   Not  I,  I  assure  thee  j  setting  the  attraction  of 
my  good  parts  aside,  I  have  no  odier  charms. 

Quick.   Blessing  on  your  heart  for't !  ' 

Fai.   But,   I  pray  tliee,   tell  me  this  :  has  Ford's 
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vvifcj  and  Page's  wife,  acquainted  each  other  how 
they  love  me  ? 

Quick.  That  were  a  jest,  indeed  ! — they  have  not 
so  little  grace,  I  hope: — tliat  were  a  trick,  indeed! 
But  mistress  Page  would  desire  you  to  send  her  your 
little  page,  of  all  loves  j  her  husband  has  a  marvellous 
infection  to  the  little  page  :  and,  truly,  master  Page 
is  an  honest  nran.  Never  a  wife  in  Windsor  leads  a 
better  life  tlian  she  does ;  do  what  she  will,  say  what 
she  will,  take  all,  pay  all,  go  to  bed  when  she  list,  rise 
when  she  list,  all  is  as  she  will)  and,  truly,  she  deserves 
it 3  for  if  there  be  a  kind  woman  in  Windsor,  she  is  one. 
You  must  send  her  your  page  -,  no  remedy. 

FaL   Why,  I  will. 

Quick,  Nay,  but  do  so  then :  and,  look  you,  he 
may  come  and  go  between  you  bothj  and,  in  any 
case,  have  a  nay-word*^,  that  you  may  know  one 
another's  mind,  and  the  boy  never  need  to  understand 
any  thing ;  for  'tis  not  good  that  children  should  know 
any  wickedness  :  old  folks,  you  know,  liave  discretion^ 
as  they  say,  and  know  the  world. 

Fal.  Fare  tliee  well :  commend  me  to  them  both : 
there's  my  purse  3  I  am  yet  thy  debtor. — Boy,  go 
along  with  this  woman.— This  news  distracts  me  ! 

\_Exeunt  Quickly  and  Robin, 

Pist.   This  punk  is  one  of  Cupid's  carriers  : — 
Clap  on  more  sails  3  pursue,  up  with  your  fights  **  j 
Give  fire  3  she  is  my  prize^  or  ocean  whelm  them  all  I 

{_Exit  Pistol, 

Fah  Say'st  thou  so,  old  Jack  ?  go  thy  ways  5  I'll 
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make  more  of  tliy  old  body  than  I  have  done.  Will 
tliey  yet  look  after  thee  ?  Wilt  thou,  after  the  expence 
of  so  much  money,  be  now  a  gainer  ?  Good  body,  I 
tliank  tliee  :  Let  tliem  say,  'tis  grossly  done ;  so  it  be 
fiiirly  done,  no  matter. 

Enter  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Sir  John,  there's  one  master  Brook  below 
would  fain  speak  with  you,  and  be  acquainted  with 
you }  and  hath  sent  your  worship  a  morning's  draught 
of  sack. 

Fal.   Brook,  is  his  name  ? 

Bard.   Ay,  sir. 

Fal.  Call  him  in  5  [Exit  Bardolph.']  Such  Brooks 
are  welcome  to  me,  that  o'ei-flow  such  liquor.  Ah  ! 
ha  !  mistress  Ford  and  mistress  Page,  have  I  encom- 
pass'd  you  ?   go  to  ;  via  ^^  ! 

Bc-entcr  Bardolph,  with  Ford  disguised. 

Ford.    Bless  you,  sir. 

FaL  And  you,  sir :  Would  you  speak  w^itli  me  ? 

Ford.  I  make  bold,'  to  press  with  so  little  prepar- 
ation upon  you. 

Fal.  You're  welcome  3  What's  your  will  ?  Give  m 
leave,  drawer.  [Exit  Bardolph. 

Ford.  Sir,  I  am  a  gentleman  tliat  have  spent  muchj 
my  name  is  Brook. 

Fat.  Good  master  Brook,  1  desire  more  acquaint- 
ance of  you. 

Ford.  Good  sir  John,  I  sue  fur  yours :  not  to  charge 
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you  ^*  J  for  I  must  let  you  understand,  I  think  myself 
in  better  plight  for  a  lender  than  you  are  :  the  which 
hath  somediing  embolden'd  me  to  tliis  unseason'd  in- 
trusion 3  for  they  say,  if  money  go  before,  all  ways  do 
lie  open. 

Fal.   Money  is  a  good  soldier,  sir,  and  will  on. 

Ford.  Troth,  and  I  have  a  bag  of  money  here 
troubles  me  :  if  you  will  help  me  to  bear  it,  sir  John, 
take  all,  or  half,  for  easing  me  of  tlie  carriage. 

FaL  Sir,  I  know  not  how  I  may  deserve  to  be  your 
porter. 

Ford.  I  will  tell  you,  sir,  if  you  will  give  me  the 
hearing. 

Fal.  Speak,  good  master  Brook ;  I  shall  be  glad  to 
be  your  serv^ant. 

Ford.    Sir,  I  hear  you  are  a  scholar,— I  will  be  brief 

with  you  ; and  you  have  been  a  man  long  known 

to  me,  though  I  had  never  so  good  means,  as  desire, 
to  make  myself  acquainted  with  you.  I  shall  discover 
a  thing  to  you,  wherein  I  must  very  much  lay  open 
mine  own  imperfection  :  but,  good  sir  John,  as  you 
have  one  eye  upon  my  follies,  as  you  hear  them  un- 
folded, turn  another  into  the  register  of  your  own  3 
tliat  I  may  pass  with  a  reproof  the  easier,  sith  you 
yourself  know,  how  easy  it  is  to  be  such  an  offender. 

Fal.   Very  well,  sir ;  proceed. 

Ford.  There  is  a  gentlewoman  in  tliis  town,  her 
husband's  name  is  Ford. 

FaL   WeU,  sir. 

Ford.    I  have  long  loved  her,  and,  I  protest  to  you. 
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bestow'd  much  on  her ;  foUow'd  her  with  a  doling  ob-' 
serv^ance ;  engross'd  opportunities  to  meet  her  :  fee'd 
every  slight  occasion,  that  could  but  niggardly  give 
me  sight  of  her ;  not  only  bought  many  presents  to 
give  her,  but  have  given  largely  to  many,  to  know 
what  she  would  have  given  :  briefly,  I  have  pursued 
her,  as  love  hatli  pursued  me ;  which  hath  been,  on 
Uie  wing  of  all  occasions.  But  whatsoever  I  have 
merited,  either  in  my  mind,  or  in  my  means,  meed,  I 
am  sure,  I  have  received  none  j  unless  experience  be 
a  jewel :  that  I  have  purchased  at  an  inlinite  rate ; 
and  tliat  hath  taught  me  to  say  this  : 
Love  like  a  shadow  Jiies,  when  substance  love  pursues  ; 
Pursuing  that  thatjlies,  and  flying  xchat  pursues. 

Fal.  Have  you  received  no  promise  of  satisfaction 
at  her  hands  ? 

Ford.   Never. 

Tal.  Have  you  importuned  her  to  such  a  purpose  ? 

Ford.   Never. 

Fal.    Of  what  quality  was  your  love  then  ? 

Ford.  Like  a  fair  house,  built  upon  another  man's 
ground ;  so  that  I  have  lost  my  edifice^  by  mistaking 
the  place  where  I  erected  it. 

Fal.  To  what  purpose  have  you  unfolded  tliis  to 
me  ? 

Ford.  When  I  have  told  you  tliat,  I  have  told  you 
all.  Some  say,  that,  though  she  appear  honest  to  me, 
yet,  in  otlier  places,  she  enlargeth  her  mirth  so  far, 
that  there  is  shrewd  construction  made  of  her.  Now, 
sir  John,  here  is  tlie  heart  of  my  purpose  :  You  are  a 
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gentleman  of  excellent  breeding,  admirable  discourse, 
of  great  admittance  ^^,  autlientick  in  your  place  and 
person,  generally  allowed  for  your  many  war-like, 
court-like,  and  learned  preparations. 

Fal.   O,  sir  ! 

Ford.  Believe  it,  for  you  know  it : — ^There  is  money; 
spend  it,  spend  itj  spend  more j  spend  all  I  have;  only 
give  me  so  much  of  your  time  in  exchange  of  it,  as  to 
lay  an  amiable  siege  ^^  to  tlie  honesty  of  this  Ford's 
wife  :  use  your  art  of  wooing,  win  her  to  consent  to 
you ;  if  any  man  may,  you  may  as  soon  as  any. 

Fal.  Would  it  apply  well  to  the  vehemency  of  your 
affection,  that  I  should  win  what  you  would  enjoy  ? 
Methinks,  you  prescribe  to  yourself  very  prepos- 
terously. 

Ford.  O,  understand  my  drift !  she  dwells  so  se- 
curely on  the  excellency  of  her  honour^  tliat  the  folly 
of  my  soul  dares  not  present  itself;  she  is  too  bright 
to  be  look'd  against.  Now,  could  I  come  to  her  with 
any  detection  in  my  hand,  my  desires  had  instance  and 
argument  to  commend  themselves ;  I  could  drive  her 
then  from  the  ward  of  her  purity,  her  reputation,  her 
marriage  vow,  and  a  thousand  other  her  defences, 
which  now  are  too  strongly  embattled  against  me  : 
What  say  you  to't,  sir  John  ? 

Fal.  Master  Brook,   I  will  first   make  bold  with 
your  money ;  next,  give  me  your  hand ;  and  last,  as  I 
am  a  gentleman,  you  shall,  if  you  will,  enjoy  Ford's 
wife. 
.    Ford.  O  good  sir  ! 
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Fal.   ^Master  Brook,  I  say  you  shall. 

Ford.  Want  no  money,  sir  John,  you  shall  want 
none. 

Fal.  "Want  no  mistress  Ford,  master  Brook,  you 
shall  want  none.  I  shall  be  with  her  (I  may  tell  you,) 
by  her  own  appointment  j  even  as  you  came  in  to  me, 
her  assistant,  or  go-between,  parted  from  me  :  I  say, 
I  shall  be  with  her  between  ten  and  eleven  j  for  at 
that  time  tlie  jealous  rascally  knave,  her  husband,  will 
be  forth.  Come  you  to  me  at  night ;  you  shall  know 
how  I  speed. 

For(].  I  am  blest  in  your  acquaintance.  Do  you 
know  Ford,  sir  ? 

Fal.  Hang  him,  poor  cuckoldly  knave  !  I  know 
liim  not : — yet  I  wrong  him,  to  call  him  poor  3  they 
say,  tlie  jealous  wittolly  knave  hath  masses  of  money  j 
for  the  wdiich  his  wife  seems  to  me  well'favour  d.  I 
will  use  her  as  the  key  of  the  cuckoldly  rogue's  cof- 
fer ',  and  tliere's  my  harvest-home. 

Ford.  I  would  you  knew  Ford,  sirj  tliat  you  might 
avoid  him,  if  you  saw  him. 

Fal.  Hang  him,  mechanical  salt-butter  rogue  1  I 
will  stare  him  out  of  his  wits  j  I  will  awe  him  with 
my  cudgel :  it  shall  hang  like  a  meteor  o'er  the 
cuckold's  horns  :  master  Brook,  tliou  shalt  know,  I 
will  predominate  over  the  peasant,  and  thou  shalt  lie 
with  his  wife. — Come  to  me  soon  at  night : — Ford's  a 
knave,  and  I  will  aggravate  his  stile  ^' ;  tliou,  master 
Brook,  shalt  know  him  for  knave  and  cuckold  : — come 
to  me  soon  at  night.  [EafV. 
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Torch  What  a  damn'd  Epicurean  rascal  is  this!  — 
My  heart  is  ready  to  crack  with  impatience. — Who 
says,  this  is  improvident  jealousy  ?  My  wife  hath  sent 
to  him,  the  hour  is  fixed,  the  match  is  made.  Would 
any  man  have  thought  this  ? — See  the  hell  of  having 
a  false  woman  1  my  bed  shall  be  abused,  my  coffers 
ransacked,  my  reputation  gnawn  at ;  and  I  shall  not 
only  receive  this  villainous  wrong,  but  stand  under  tlie 
adoption  of  abominable  terms,  and  by  him  that  does  me 

tliis  wrong.     Terms!    names! Amaimon   sounds 

well ',  Lucifer,  well  -,  Barbason,  well  ^^ ;  yet  they  are 
devils'  additions,  the  names  of  fiends :  but  cuckold !  wit- 
tol-cuckold  !  the  devil  himself  hatli  not  such  a  name. 
Page  is  an  ass,  a  secure  ass  j  he  will  trust  his  wife,  he 
will  not  be  jealous :  I  will  rather  trust  a  Fleming  witli 
my  butter,  parson  Hugh  the  Welchman  with  my 
cheese,  an  Irishman  with  my  aqua-vitae  bottle,  or  a 
thief  to  walk  my  ambling  gelding,  tlian  my  wife  with 
herself:  then  she  plots,  then  she  ruminates,  then  she 
devises  :  and  what  they  tliink  in  their  hearts  they  may 
effect,  they  will  break  their  hearts  but  tliey  will  effect. 
Heaven  be  praised  for  my  jealousy  ! — Eleven  o'clock 
the  houT] — I  will  prevent  this,  detect  my  wife,  be 
revenged  on  Falstaff,  and  laugh  at  Page.  I  will  about 
it  3  better  three  hours  too  soon,  than  a  minute  too  late. 
Fie,  fie,  fie !  cuckold !  cuckold !  cuckold !  [Exit. 
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SCENE  III. 


Windsor  Park. 

Enier  Caius  a?id  Rug  BY. 

Caius.  Jack  Rugby  I 

l\ng.   Sir. 

Cains.  Vat  is  de  clock.  Jack  ? 

Rug.  'Tis  past  the  hour,  sir,  tliat  sir  Hugh  promised 
to  meet. 

Cuius.  By  gar,  he  has  save  his  soul,  dat  he  is  no 
come  ;  he  has  pray  his  Pible  veil,  dat  he  is  no  come  : 
by  gar.  Jack  Rugby,  he  is  dead  already,  if  he  be  come. 

Rug.  He  is  wise,  sir ;  he  knew,  your  worship 
would  kill  him,  if  he  came. 

Caius.  By  gar,  de  herring  is  no  dead,  so  as  I  vill 
kill  him.  Take  your  rapier.  Jack  -,  I  vill  tell  you  how 
I  vill  kill  him. 

Rug.   Alas,  sir,  I  cannot  fence. 

Caius.    Villainy,  take  your  rapier. 
•    Rug.  Forbear  -,  here's  company. 

Enter  Host,  Shallow,  Slender  andV agi,. 

Host.   'Bless  thee,  bully  doctor. 

Shal.  'Save  you,  master  doctor  Caius. 

Page.  Now,  good  master  doctor  ! 

Slen.   Give  you  good-morrow,  sir. 

Caius.   Vat  be  all  you,  one,  two,  tree,  four,  come 
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Host.  To  see  thee  fight,  to  see  tliee  fohi  ^^,  to  see 
thee  traverse,  to  see  tliee  here,  to  see  thee  there  j  to 
see  thee  pass  thy  punto,  tliy  stock,  thy  reverse,  tliy 
distance,  thy  montant.  Is  he  dead,  my  Etliiopian  ) 
is  he  dead,  my  Francisco  ?  ha,  bully  !  What  says  my 
iEsculapius  ?  my  Galen  ?  my  heart  of  elder  ?  ha  !  is 
he  dead,  bully  Stale  ^^  ?  is  he  dead  ? 

Caius.  By  gar,  he  is  de  coward  Jack  priest  of  the 
vorld ;  he  is  not  show  his  face. 

Host.  Thou  art  a  Castilian  king.  Urinal !  Hector  of 
Greece,  my  boy  ! 

Caius.  I  pray  you,  bear  vitness  that  me  have  stay 
six  or  seven,  two,  tree  hours  for  him,  and  he  is  no 
eome. 

Shal.  He  Is  the  wiser  man,  master  doctor  :  he  is  a 
Gurer  of  souls,  and  you  a  curer  of  bodies  ;  if  you  should 
fight,  you  go  against  the  hair  of  your  professions  :  is 
it  not  true,  master  Page  ? 

Page.  Master  Shallow,  you  have  yourself  been  a 
great  fighter,  though  now  a  man  of  peace. 

Shal.  Bodykins,  master  Page,  though  I  now  be  old, 
and  of  the  peace,  if  I  see  a  sword  out,  my  finger  itches 
to  make  one :  though  we  are  justices,  and  doctors,  and 
churchmen,  master  Page,  we  have  some  salt  of  our 
youth  in  us  5  we  are  the  sons  of  women,  master  Page. 

Page.   'Tis  true,  master  Shallow. 

Shal.  It  will  be  found  so,  master  Page.  Master 
doctor  Caius,  I  am  come  to  fetch  you  home.  I  3m 
sworn  of  the  peace  :  you  have  showed  yourself  a  wise 
physician,  and  sir  Hugh  hath  shown  himself  a  wise 

VOL.  II.  J£ 
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and  patient  churchman  :  you  must  go  with  me,  master 
iioctor. 

Host.   Pardon,  guest  justice  : — A  word,  monsieur 
Muck-water. 

Caius.   Muck-vater  !  vat  is  dat  ? 

Host.  Muck-water,  in  our  EngHsh  tongue,  is  valour, 
bully. 

Caius.   By  gar,  then  I  have  as  much  muck-vater  as 

de  Englishman  : Scurvy  jack-dog-priest!  by  gar, 

me  vil  cut  his  ears. 

Host,   He  will  clapper-claw  thee  tightly,  bully. 

Caius.   Clapper-de-claw  !   vat  is  dat  ? 

Host.  That  is,  he  will  make  thee  amends. 

Cams.  By  gar,  me  do  look,  he  shall  clapper-de-claw, 
me  3  for,  by  gar,  me  vill  have  it. 

Host.  And  I  will  provoke  him  to't,  or  let  him  wag. 

Cains.   Me  tank  you  for  dat. 

Host.  And  moreover,  bully, — But  first,  master 
guest,  and  master  Page,  and  eke  cavalero  Slender,  go 
you  through  the  town  to  Frogmore.       \_Aside  to  ihcju. 

Page.   Sir  Hugh  is  there,  is  he  ? 

Jlost.  He  is  tliere :  see  what  humour  he  is  in ;  and 
I  will  bring  tlie  doctor  about  by  the  fields :  will  it  do 
wqW. 

Shal.  We  will  do  it. 
f'age,  ShaL  and  Slcn.  Adieu,  good  master  doctor. 

\_Excunt  Page,  Shallow  and  Slender. 

Caius.  By  gar,  me  vill  kill  de  priest ;  for  he  speak 
for  a  jack-an-ape  to  Anne  Page. 

Host.  Ect  himdie :  but,  first,  sheatli  thy  impatience  y 
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tlirow  cold  water  on  thy  choler  :  go  about  the  fields 
with  me  through  Frogmore  ;  I  will  bring  thee  where 
mistress  Anne  Page  is,  at  a  farm-house  a  feasting  ;  and 
thou  shall  woo  her  :  Cry'd  game  ^\  said  I  well  ? 

Caius.  By  gar,  me  tank  you  for  dat :  by  gar,  I  love 
you  J  and  I  shall  procure-a  you  de  good  guest,  de  earl, 
de  knight,  de  lords,  de  gentlemen,  my  patients. 

Host.  For  tlie  \\^hich,  I  will  be  tliy  adversaiy  to- 
ward Anne  Page ;  said  I  well  ? 

Caius.   By  gar,  'tis  good  -,  veil  said. 

Host.  Let  us  wag  tlien. 

Caius.   Come  at  my  heels.  Jack  Rugby.      [Exeunt. 

ACT  IIL     SCENE  I. 

A  Field  near  Frogmore. 

Enter  Sir  Hugh  Evans  and  Simple. 

Eva.  I  pray  you  now,  good  master  Slender's  serv- 
ing-man, and  friend  Simple  by  your  name,  which  way 
have  you  looked  for  master  Caius,  that  calls  himself 
Doctor  ofFhysick  ? 

Sim.  Marry,  sir,  the  city -ward,  the  park- ward, 
every  way  ;  old  Windsor  way,  and  every  way  but  the 
town  way. 

Eva.  I  most  fehemently  desire  you,  you  will  also" 
look  that  way. 

Sim.  I  will,  sir. 

'  Eva.  'Pless  my  soul !  how  full  of  cholers  I  am,  and 
trempling  of  mind! — I  shall  be  glad^  if  he  have  de- 
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ceived  me:— how  melancholies  I  am!— I  will  knog 
his  urinals  about  his  knaN-e's  costard,  when  I  have  good 
opportunities  for  the  'ork : — 'pless  my  soul !       [Sings. 

To  shaUo-dc  rivers,  to  xvhose  fulls  ^* 
Melodious  birds  sing  madrigals  ; 
'J  here  uill  we  wake  our  peds  of  roses. 
And  a  thousand  fragrant  ponies. 
To  shalloxv 

'Mercy  on  me !  I  have  a  great  dispositions  to  cry. 

Melodious  birds  sing;  7nadri'j:ah ; — 

When  as  I  sat  in  Fahylon, 

And  a  thousand  xagram  poesies. 
To  shallow 

iSitn.   Yonder  he  is  coming,  tliis  way,  sir  Hugh. 
E-ca.  He's  M^elcome  : 

To  shallow  rivers,  to  whose  falls 

Heaven  prosper  the  right! — What  weapons  is  he  ? 

Sim.  No  weapons,  sir:  There  comes  my  master, 
master  Shallow,  and  anotlier  gentleman  from  Frog- 
rrrore,  over  the  stile,  this  way. 

Eva.  Pray  you,  give  me  my  gown  j  or  else  keep't 
in  your  arms. 

Enter  Page,  Shallow,  a7id  Slender. 

Shal.  How  now,  master  parson  ?  Good- morrow, 
good  sir  Hugh.  Keep  a  gamester  from  the  dice,  and 
a  good  student  from  his  book,  and  it  is  wonderful. 
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Skn.   Ah,  sweet  Anne  Page  ! 

Page.   Save  you^  good  sir  Hugh ! 

Eva.    Tless  you  from  his  mercy  sake,  all  of  you  ! 

Shal.  "What !  the  sword  and  the  word !  do  you  study 
tliem  both,  master  parson  ? 

Page.  And  youthful  still,,  in  your  doublet  and  hose^ 
tliis  raw  rheumatick  day  ? 

Eia.  There  is  reasons  and  causes  for  it. 

Page.  We  are  come  to  you,  to  do  a  good  office, 
master  parson. 

Eva.   Fery  well :  What  is  it? 

Page.  Yonder  is  a  most  reverend  gentleman,  who 
belike,  having  received  wTong  by  some  person,  is  at 
most  odds  witli  his  own  gravity  and  patience^  tliat  ever 
you  saw. 

Shal.  I  have  lived  fourscore  years,  and  upward ;  I 
never  heard  a  man  of  his  place^  gravity,  and  learning, 
so  wide  of  his  own  respect. 

Eva.   What  is  he  ? 

Page.  I  think  you  know  him  -,  master  doctor  Caius, 
the  renowned  French  physician. 

Eva.  Got's  will,  and  his  passion  of  my  heart!  I  had 
as  lief  you  would  tell  me  of  a  mess  of  ponidge. 

Page.  Why  ? 

Eva.  He  has  no  more  knowledge  in  Hibocrates  and 
Galen, — and  he  is  a  knave  besides  j  a  cowardly  knave, 
as  you  would  desires  to  be  acquainted  withal. 

Page.  I  warrant  you,  he's  tlie  man  should  light 
witli  him. 

Skji.  O,  sweet  Anne  Page ! 


5^  lAIERRV  WIVES 

» 

Shnl.  It  appears  so,  by  his  weapons : — Keep  them 
asunder  j — here  comes  doctor  Caius. 

Enter  Host,  Caius  and  K  u  g  n  y  . 

Tage.  Nay,  good  master  parson,  keep  in  your 
weapon. 

Shal.    So  do  you,  good  master  doctor. 

Host.  Disarm  tliem,  and  let  them  question  j  let 
tliem  keep  their  limbs  whole,  and  hack  our  English. 

Cains.  I  pray  you,  let-a  me  speak  a  word  vit  yoiu' 
ear  :  Verefore  vill  you  not  meet-a  me  ? 

Era.    Pray  you,  use  your  patience:  In  good  time. 

Caius.  By  gar,  you  are  de  coward,  de  Jack  dog, 
John  ape. 

Eva.  Pray  you,  let  us  not  be  laughing-stogs  to  other 
men's  humours  ;  I  desire  you  in  friendship,  and  I  will 
one  way  or  otlier  make  you  amends  : — I  will  knog 
your  m'inals  about  your  knave's  cogscomb,  for  miss- 
ing your  meetings  and  appointments. 

Caius.  Dinble  .'—Jack  Rugby, — mine  Host  de  Jar- 
terre,  have  I  not  stay  for  him,  to  kill  him  ?  have  I  not, 
at  de  place  I  did  appoint  ? 

Era.  As  I  am  a  christians  soul,  now,  look  you,  this 
is  the  place  appointed  ;  I'll  be  judgement  by  mine  host 
of  the  Garter. 

]Iost.  Peace,  I  say,  Guallia  and  Gaul,  French  and 
Welch  ;  soul-curer  and  body-curer. 

Cavs.   Ay,  dat  is  very  good  !  excellent ! 

Host.  Peace,  I  say ;  hear  mine  host  of  the  Garter. 
Am  I  politick  ?  am  1  subtle  ?  am  I  a  Machiavel  ?  Shall 
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I  lose  my  doctor?  no 3  he  gives  me  the  potions,  and  tlie 
motions.  Shall  I  lose  my  parson?  my  priest?  my  sir 
Hugh?  noj  he  gives  me  the  proverbs  and  the  no- verbs. 
— Give  me  thy  hand,  terrestrial  j  so: — Give  me  thy 

hand,  celestial ;   so. Boys  of  art,  I  have  deceived 

you  both ;  I  have  directed  you  to  wrong  places : 
your  hearts  are  mighty,  your  skins  are  whole,  and 
let  burnt  sack  be  the  issue. — Come,  lay  their  swords 
to  pawn  : — Follow  me,  lad  of  peace  3  follow,  follow, 
follow. 

Shal.  Trust  me,  a  mad  host : — Follow,  gentlemen, 
follow. 
'    Skn.   O,  sweet  Anne  Page  ! 

[^Exeunt  Shallow,  Slender,  Page,  and  Host. 

Caius.  Ha  !  do  I  perceive  dat  ?  have  you  make-a  de 
sot  of  us  ?  ha,  ha  I 

Eva.  This  is  well  3  he  has  made  us  his  vlouting- 
stog. — I  desire  you,  that  we  may  be  friends  j  and  let 
us  knog  our  prains  togetlier,  to  be  revenge  on  this 
Samescall,  scur\'y,  cogging  companion,  tliehost  of  the 
Garter. 

Caius.  By  gar,  vit  all  my  heart  3  he  promise  to  bring 
me  vere  is  Anne  Page  :  by  gar,  he  deceive  me  too. 

Eva.  Well,  I  will  smite  his  noddles  :— Pray  you 
follow.  \_Exxun( . 
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SCENE  IL 


The  Street  in  Windsor, 
Enter  Mistress  Page  and  RoBiy* 

Mrs,  Page.  Nay,  keep  your  way ^  little  gallant;  you 
were  wont  to  be  a  follower,  but  now  you  are  a  leader  : 
Whether  had  you  ratlier,  lead  mine  eyes,  or  eye  youi" 
master's  heels  ? 

R(>b.  I  had  ratlier,  forsooth,  go  before  you  like  a 
man,  than  follow  him  like  a  dwarf. 

Mrs.  Page.  O,  you  are  a  flattering  boy  3  now,  I  see, 
you'll  be  a  courtier. 

Enter  Ford. 

Eord.   Well  met,  mistress  Page  :  Whither  go  you  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Truly,  sir,  to  see  your  wife  :  Is  she  at 
home  ? 

Ford.  Ay  3  and  as  idle  as  she  may  hang  togedier, 
for  want  of  company  :  I  think,  if  your  husbands  wer^ 
dead,  you  two  would  marry. 

Mrs.  Page.   Be  sure  of  tliat, —  two  other  husbands.^ 

Ford.   Where  had  you  tliis  pretty  weatlier-cock  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  I  cannot  tell  what  the  dickens  his  name 
is  my  husband  had  him  of:  What  do  you  call  your 
knight's  name,  sirrah  ? 

Rob.   Sir  John  FalstafF. 

Ford.   Sir  John  Falstaff! 

Mrs.  Page.   We,  he  3  I  can  never  hit  en's  name. 
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— There  is  such  a  league  between  my  good  man  and 
he ! — Is  your  wife  at  home,,  indeed  ? 

Ford,   Indeed,  she  is. 

Mrs.  Page.   By  youi"  leave,  sir  3 — I  am  sick,  'till 
I  see  her.  [Exeimt  Mrs.  Page  and  Robin. 

Ford.  Has  Page  any  brains  ?  hatli  he  any  eyes  ? 
hath  he  any  thinking  ?  Sure  they  sleep ;  he  hath  no 
use  of  them.  AVhy,  this  boy  will  carry  a  letter  twenty 
miles,  as  easy  as  a  cannon  will  shoot  point-blank  twelve 
score.  He  pieces-out  his  wife's  inclination  j  he  gives 
her  folly  motion,  and  advantage  :  and  now  she's  going 
to  my  wife,  and  FalstafF's  boy  with  her.  A  man  may 
hear  tliis  shower  sing  in  the  wind  ! — and  FalstafF's  boy 
witli  her  I — Good  plots ! — they  are  laid  5  and  our  re- 
volted wives  share  damnation  togetlier.  Well  5  I  will 
take  him,  then  torture  my  wife,  pluck  tlie  borrowed 
veil  of  modesty  from  the  so  seeming  mistress  Page, 
divulge  Page  himself  for  a  secure  and  wilful  Actaeon  j 
and  to  these  violent  proceedings  all  my  neighbours 
shall  cry  aim,  [Clock  ifrikes.]  The  clock  gives  me  my 
cue,  and  my  assurance  bids  me  search ;  there  I  shall 
find  Falstaff :  I  shall  be  rather  praised  for  this,  than 
mocked ;  for  it  is  as  positive  as  the  earth  is  firm^  that 
Falstaff  is  there  :  I  will  go. 

Enter  Page,    Shallow,    Slexder,    Host,   Sir 
Hugh  Evans,  Caius  a«rf  Rugby. 

Shal.  Page,  &c.    Well  met,  master  Ford. 
Ford.  Trust  me,  a  got>d  knot :  I  have  good  chetr  at 
home  3  and,  I  pray  you,  all  go  with  rae. 
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ShaL   I  must  excuse  myself,  master  Ford. 

Slen.  And  so  must  I,  sir;  we  have  appointed  to 
dine  with  mistress  Anne,  and  I  would  not  break  with 
her  for  more  money  than  I'll  speak  of. 

Shal.  We  have  linger'd  about  a  match  between 
Anne  Page  and  my  cousin  Slender,  and  this  day  we 
shall  have  our  answer. 

Slen.   I  hope,  I  have  your  good-will,  father  Page. 

Page.  You  have,  master  Slender  j  I  stand  wholly 
for  you  : — but  my  wife,  master  doctor,  is  for  you  al- 
together. 

Cuius.  Ay,  by  gar;  and  de  maid  is  love-a  me ;  my 
nursh-a  Quickly  tell  me  so  mush. 

Host.  What  say  you  to  young  master  Fenton  ?  he 
capers,  he  dances,  he  has  eyes  of  youth,  he  MTites 
verses,  he  speaks  holiday  ^^,  he  smells  April  and  May : 
he  will  carry' t,  he  will  carry't ;  'tis  in  his  buttons  ^^ ; 
he  will  carry't. 

Fd'^t.  Not  by  my  consent,  I  promise  you.  The 
gentleman  is  of  no  having  ^^  :  he  kept  company  with 
the  wild  prince  and  Poins  ;  he  is  of  too  high  a  region, 
he  knows  too  much.  No,  he  shall  not  knit  a  knot  in 
his  fortunes  with  the  linger  of  my  substance  :  if  he 
take  her,  let  him  take  her  simply ;  tlie  wealtli  I  have 
waits  on  my  consent,  and  my  consent  goesnot  that  way. 

lord,  I  beseech  you,  heartily,  some  of  you  go  home 
with  me  to  dinner:  besides  your  cheer,  you  shall  have 

sport;  I  will  show  you  a  monster. Master  doctor, 

you  shall  go; — so  shall  you,  master  Page  ; — and  you. 
Sir  Hugh. 
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ShaL  Well,  fare  you  well :  — we  shall  have  the  freer 
wooing  at  master  Page's. 

[Exei/nt  Shallow  and  Slender^ 
Cuius,   Go  home,  John  Rugby ;  I  come  anon. 

[Exit  Rugby. 
Host.   Farewell,   my  hearts  :   I  will  to  my  honest 
knight  Falstatf,  and  drink  canary  with  him. 

[Exit  Host. 
Ford.    [Aside.]  I  think,  I  shall  drink  in  pipe- wine 
first  with  him  3   I'll  make  him  dance.     Will  you  go, 
L    gentles  ? 

All.    Have  witli  you,  to  see  this  monster. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

A  Pioom  in  Ford's  House, 

Enter  3Irs.  Ford  and  Mrs.  P.age. 

Mrs.  Ford.   What,  John  !  what,  Robert ! 

3Irs.  Page.  Quickly,  quickly :  Is  the  buck-basket — 

3Irs.  Ford.    I  warrant : — What,  Robin,  I  say. 

Enter  Servants  with  a  Basket. 

Mrs.  Page.   Come,  come,  come. 

Mrs.  Ford.    Here,  set  it  dov\Ti. 

Mrs.  Page.  Give  your  men  the  charge  3  we  must 
Jbe  brief. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Marry,  as  I  told  you  before,  John,  and 
Hobert,   be  ready  here  hard  by  in  the  brew-house; 
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and  when  I  suddenly  call  you,  come  fortli,  and  (with- 
out any  pause,  or  staggering,)  take  this  basket  on 
your  shmalders  :  that  done,  trudge  with  it  in  all  haste^ 
and  cany  it  among  the  whitsters  ^^  in  Datchet  mead, 
and  tliere  empty  it  in  the  muddy  ditch,  close  by  the 
Thames'  side. 

Mrs.  Page.   You  will  do  it  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  have  told  them  over  and  over ;  \h&y 
lack  no  direction  :  Be  gone,  and  come  when  you  are 
called.  [Exeunt  Servants^ 

Mrs.  Pas;e.   Here  comes  little  Robin. 

Enter  Robin. 

Mrs.  Ford.  How  now,  my  eyas- musket  ^'^  ?  what 
news  with  you  ? 

Robin.  My  master  sir  John  is  come  in  at  your  back- 
door, mistress  Ford ;  and  requests  your  company. 

Mrs.  Page.  You  little  Jack-a-lent  ^%  have  you  been 
true  to  us  ? 

Rob.  Ay,  I'll  be  sworn  :  My  master  knows  not  of 
your  being  here  ;  and  hath  tlireaten'd  to  put  me  into 
everlasting  liberty,  if  I  tell  you  of  it ;  for,  he  swears, 
he'll  turn  me  away. 

Mrs.  Page.  Thou'rt  a  good  boy ;  this  secrecy  of 
tliine  shall  be  a  tailor  to  tliee,  and  shall  make  thee  a 
new  doublet  and  hose. — I'll  go  hide  me. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Do  so  :— Go  tell  thy  master^  I  am  alone. 
Mistress  Page,  remember  you  your  cue.      [Exit  Robin. 

Mrs.  Page.  I  warrant  tliee  j  if  I  do  not  act  it,  hiss 
"me.  ^Exit  Mrs.  Pag€^ 
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•  Mrs.  Ford.  Go  to  then  j  we'll  use  tliis  unwholsome 
humidity,  this  gross  watry  pumpion ; — we'll  teach 
him  to  know  turtles  from  jays. 

Enter  Falstaff. 

Fal.  Have  I  caught  thee,  ?ni/  heavenly  jewet^^  '^  Why, 
now  let  me  die,  for  I  have  lived  long  enough  5  tliis 
is  tlie  period  of  my  ambition  :   O  this  blessed  hour  ! 

Mrs.  Ford.   O  sweet  sir  John  ! 

Fal.  Mistress  Ford,  I  cannot  cog,  I  cannot  prate, 
mistress  Ford.  Now  shall  I  sin  in  my  wish  :  I  would 
thy  husband  were  dead ;  Fll  speak  it  before  tlie  best 
lord,  I  would  make  thee  my  lady. 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  your  lady,  sir  John  !  alas,  I  should  be 
a  pitiful  lady. 

Fal.  Let  the  court  of  France  show  me  such  another; 
I  see  how  thine  eye  would  emulate  the  diamond: 
Thou  hast  the  right  arched  bent  of  tlie  brow,  that  be- 
comes the  ship-tire''^,  tlie  tire-valiant,  or  any  tire  of 
Venetian  admittance. 

Mrs.  Ford.  A  plain  kerchief,  sir  John :  my  brows 
become  notliing  else  ;  nor  that  well  neither. 

Fal.  Thou  art  a  traitor  '^*  to  say  so :  thou  would'st 
jnake  an  absolute  courtier ;  and  the  firm  fixture  of  thy 
foot  would  give  an  excellent  motion  to  thy  gait,  in  a 
semi-circled  farthingale.  I  see  what  thou  wert,  if 
fortune  tliy  foe  were  not  3  nature  is  thy  friend  :  Come, 
thou  canst  not  hide  it. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Believe  me,  there's  no  such  thing  in  me. 

Fal.   What  made  me  love  thee  ?  let  that  persuade 
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diee,  there's  something  extraordinary  in  thee.  Come, 
I  cannot  cog,  and  say,  tliou  art  this  and  tliat,  Hke  a 
many  of  these  hsping  haw-thorn  buds,  that  come  hke 
women  in  men's  apparel,  and  smell  like  Bucklers- 
bury  in  simple-time  ;  \  cannot :  but  1  love  thee  j  none 
but  tlice }  and  tliou  deservest  it. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Do  not  betray  me,  sir ;  I  fear,  you  love 
mistress  Page. 

Fa!.  Thou  might'st  as  well  say,  I  love  to  walk  by 
tlie  Counter-gate  j  which  is  as  hateful  to  me  as  the 
reek  of  a  lime-kiln. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Well,  heaven  knows,  how  I  love  you  3 
and  you  shall  one  day  find  it. 

Fal.   Keep  in  that  mind )  I'll  deserve  it. 
Mri.  Ford.   Nay,  1  must  tell  you,  so  you  do ;  or  else 
I  could  not  be  in  that  mind. 

Fiob.  [ti;i////«.j  Mistress  Ford,  mistress  Ford!  here's 
mistress  Page  at  tlie  door,  sweating,  and  blowing,  and 
looking  wildly,  and  would  needs  speak  witli  you  pre- 
sently. 

Fal.  She  shall  not  see  me  3  I  will  ensconce  me 
behind  the  arras. 

3Irs.  Ford.  Pray  you,  do  so ;  she's  a  very  tattling 
woman. —  [Falsi off  hides  himself. 

Enter  Mistress  Page  and  Robin. 

What's  tlie  matter  ?  how  now  ? 

Mrs.  Fage.  O  mistress  Ford,  what  have  you  done  ? 
You're  shamed^  you  are  overthrown,  you  are  undone 
for  ever. 
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Mrs.  Ford.  What's  the  matter,  good  mistress  Page  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  O  well-a-day,  mistress  Foi"d !  having  an 
honest  man  to  your  husband^  to  give  him  such  cause 
of  suspicion  ! 

3Irs.  Ford.   What  cause  of  suspicion  ? 

Airs.  Page.  What  cause  of  suspicion  ?—  Out  upon 
you  !  how  am  I  mistook  in  you  ? 

3Irs.  Ford.    Why,  alas  !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Mrs,  Page.  Your  husband's  coming  hitlier,  woman, 
with  all  the  officers  in  Windsor,  to  search  for  a  gen- 
tleman, that,  he  says,  is  here  now  in  the  house,  by 
your  consent,  to  take  an  ill  advantage  of  his  absence  : 
You  are  undone. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Speak  louder. — [Jside.'] — 'Tis  not  so, 
I  hope. 

3Irs.  Page.  Pray  heaven  it  be  not  so,  that  you  have 
such  a  man  here  ;  but  'tis  most  certain  your  husband's 
coming  widi  half  Windsor  at  his  heels,  to  seardh  for 
such  a  one.  I  come  before  to  tell  you  :  If  you  know 
yourself  clear,  why  I  am  glad  of  it :  but  if  you  have 
a  friend  here,  convey,  convey  him  out.  Be  not 
amazed ;  call  all  your  senses  to  you  ;  defend  your  re- 
putation, or  bid  farewell  to  your  good  life  for  ever. 

Mrs.  Ford.  What  shall  I  do  ?  —There  is  a  gentle- 
man, my  dear  friend ;  and  I  fear  not  mine  own  shame, 
so  much  as  his  peril :  I  had  rather  tlian  a  thousand 
pound,  he  were  out  of  the  house. 

Mrs.  Page.  For  shame,  never  stand  you  had  rather, 
2x\A  you  had  rather  ;  your  husband's  here  at  hand,  bc- 
tliink  you  of  some  conveyance  :  in  the  house  you  can- 
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not  hide  him. — O,  how  have  you  deceived  me!  — 
Look,  here  is  a  basket ;  if  he  be  of  any  reasonable  sta- 
ture, he  may  creep  in  here  ;  and  throw  foul  linen  upon 
him,  as  if  it  were  going  to  bucking  :  Or,  it  is  whiting- 
time,  send  him  by  your  two  men  to  Datchet  mead. 

3Irs.  Ford.    He's  too  big  to  go  in  there  :    What 
shall  I  do  ? 

Re-enter  Falstaff. 

Tal.   Let  me  see't,  let  me  see't !  O  let  me  see't ! 
I'll  in,  I'll  in  J — follow  your  friend's  counsel  j — I'll  in. 

Mrs.  Page.   What!   sir  John  Falstaff!  Are  these 
your  letters  knight  ? 

Fal.   I  love  thee,  and  none  but  thee  5  help  me  away ; 
let  me  creep  in  here  5  I'll  never — 

[^He  goes  into  the  basket ;  they  cover  hwi  ivith  foul 
linen. ^ 

Mrs.  Page.  Help  to  cover  your  master,  boy :  Call 
your  men,  mistress  Ford  : — You  dissembling  knight ! 

Mrs.  Ford.  What,  John,  Robert,  John !  \_Exit 
Robin.  Re-enter  Serva?its.]  Go  take  up  these  clothes 
here,  quickly;  Where's  the  cowl-staff?  look,  how 
you  drumble  ^^  :  caiTy  them  to  tlie  laundress  in  Dat- 
chet mead  3  quickly,  come. 

Ew^er  Ford,  Page,  Caius,  and  ^ir  Hugh  Evans. 

Ford.  Pray  you,  come  near  :  if  I  suspect  without 
cause,  why  then  make  sport  at  me,  then  let  me  be 
}our  jest  5  I  deserve  it, — How  now  ?  whither  bear 
vou  this  ?  ,    . 


Zjii^^.ai'curg'JL,^ . 


FruTTM  dbv  Sk^iu^n. . 


I 
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Serv.   To  the  laundress,  forsootli. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  what  have  you  to  do  whitlief 
they  bear  it  ?  You  were  best  meddle  witli  buck- 
washing. 

Ford.  Buck  ?  I  would  I  could  wash  myself  of  tlie 
buck  !  Buck,  buck,  buck  ?  Ay,  buck  j  I  warrant  you, 
buck  J  and  of  the  season  too,  it  shall  appear.  ^Exeunt 
Servants  ivith  the  basket.']  Gentlemen,  I  have  dream'd 
to-night  5  I'll  tell  you  my  dream.  Here,  here,  here 
be  my  keys :  ascend  my  chambers,  search,  seek,  find 
out:  I'll  waiTant,  we'll  unkennel  the  fox: — Let  me 
stop  this  way  first : — So,  now  uncape. 

Page.  Good  master  Ford,  be  contented :  you  wrong 
yourself  too  much. 

Ford.  True,  master  Page. — Up,  gentlemen  j  you 
shall  see  sport  anon :  follow  me,  gentlemen.      [Exit. 

Era.  This  is  fery  fantastical  humours,  and  jea- 
lousies. 

Cains.  By  gar,  'tis  no  de  fashion  of  France :  it  is 
not  jealous  in  France. 

Page.  Nay,  follow  him,  gentlemen  ;  see  the  issue 
of  his  search.  [Exeunt  Evans,  Page,  and  Caivs. 

J\lrs.  Page.  Is  there  not  a  double  excellency  in  this  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  know  not  which  pleases  me  better, 
that  my  husband  is  deceived,  or  sir  John. 

Mrs.  Page.  What  a  taking  was  he  in,  when  your 
husband  ask'd  who  was  in  the  basket ! 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  am  half  afraid  he  will  have  need  of 
washing ;  so  throwing  him  into  the  water  will  do  him 
a  benefit. 

VOL.  II.  F 
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Mrs.  Page.  Hang  him,  dishonest  rascal  !  1  would, 
all  of  the  same  strain  were  in  the  same  disti*ess. 

JMj's.  Ford.  I  think,  my  husband  hath  some  special 
suspicion  of  Falstaff's  being  here  ;  for  I  never  saw  him 
so  gross  in  his  jealousy  till  now. 

j\Irs.  Page.  I  will  lay  a  plot  to  try  that  :  And  we 
will  yet  have  more  tricks  witli  Falstaff :  his  dissolute 
disease  will  scarce  obey  tliis  medicine. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Shall  we  send  tliat  foolish  can'ion,  mis- 
tress Quickly,  to  him,  and  excuse  his  Uirowing  into 
the  water ;  and  give  him  anodier  hope,  to  betray  him 
to  anotlier  punishment  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  We'll  do  itj  let  him  be  sent  for  to- 
morrow eight  o'clock,  to  have  amends. 

He-enter  Ford,  Page,  Caius,  and  Sir  Hugh 

Evans. 

Ford.  I  cannot  find  him :  may  be  the  knave  bragg'd 
©ftliat  he  could  not  compass. 

Mrs.  Page.    Heard  you  diat  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Ay,  ay,  peace: — You  use  me  well, 
master  Ford,  do  you  ? 

Ford.   Ay,  I  do  so. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Heaven  make  you  better  tlian  your 
tlioughts  ? 

Ford.  Amen. 

J^Irs.  Page.  You  do  yourself  mighty  wrong,  master 
Ford. 

Ford.   Ay,  ay  ;  I  must  bear  it. 

Eva.   If  there  he  any  pody  in  the  house,   and  in 
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the  chambers,  and  in  the  coffers,  and  in  the  presses, 
heaven  forgive  my  sins  at  the  day  of  judgement ! 

Caius.   By  gar,  nor  I  too  ;  dere  is  no  bodies. 

Page.  Fie,  fie,  master  Ford!  are  you  not  ashamed? 
What  spirit,  what  devil  suggests  tliis  imagination  ? 
I  would  not  have  your  distemper  in  this  kind,  for  the 
wealth  of  Windsor  Castle. 

Ford.    'Tis  my  fault,  master  Page  :  I  suffer  for  it. 

Era.  You  suffer  for  a  pad  conscience:  your  wife 
is  as' honest  a  'omans,  as  I  will  desires  among  five 
thousand,  and  five  hundi-ed  too. 

Cuius.   By  gar,  I  see  'tis  an  honest  woman. 

Ford.  Well  j  — I  promised  you  a  dinner  : — Come, 
come,  walk  in  the  park  :  I  pray  you,  pardon  me ;  I 
will  hereafter  make  known  to  you,  why  I  have  done 
this. — Come,  wife  j — come,  mistress  Page  ;  I  pray 
you  pardon  me  3  pray  heartily,  pardon  me. 

Page.  Let's  go  in,  gentlemen  3  but,  trust  me,  we'll 
mock  him.  I  do  invite  you  to-mon'ow  morning  to 
my  house  to  breakfast;  after,  we'll  a  birding  to- 
gether ;  I  have  a  fine  hawk  for  tlie  bush  :  Shall  it 
be  so  ? 

Ford.   Any  thing. 

Eva.  If  there  is  one,  I  shall  make  two  in  the  com- 
pany. 

Caius.  If  there  be  one  or  two,  I  shall  make-a  de 
turd. 

Eva.   In  your  teeth  :   for  shame. 
Ford.   Pray  you  go,  master  Page, 
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Eva.  I  pray  you  now,  remembrance  to-morrow  on 
the  lousy  knave,  mine  host. 

Caius.   Dat  is  good ;  by  gar,  vit  all  my  heart. 

Eva.  A  lousy  knave  j  to  have  his  gibes,  and  his 
mockeries.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IF. 

A  Room  in  Page's  House. 
Enter  Fe n t o n ,  and  Mistress  Axne  Page. 

Feat.   I  see,  I  cannot  get  thy  fatlier's  love  j 
Therefore,  no  more  turn  me  to  him,  sweet  Nan. 

Anne.   Alas !  how  then  ? 

Eenf.  Why,  thou  must  be  thyself. 

He  doth  object,  I  am  too  great  of  birth  3 
And  that,  my  state  being  gall'd  with  my  expence, 
I  seek  to  heal  it  only  by  his  wealth  : 

Besides  these,  other  bars  he  lays  before  me, 

My  riots  past,  my  wild  societies  ; 
And  tells  me,  'tis  a  tiling  impossible 
T  should  love  tliee,  but  as  a  property. 

Anne.   May  be,  he  tells  you  true. 

fent.   No,  heaven  so  speed  me  in  my  time  to  come  ! 
Albeit,  I  will  confess,  thy  father's  wealth  ^^ 
Was  the  first  motive  tliat  I  woo'd  thee,  Anne  : 
Yet,  wooing  thee,  I  found  thee  of  more  value 
Than  stamps  in  gold,  or  sums  in  sealed  bags  3 
And  'tis  tlie  very  riches  of  thyself 
That  now  I  aim  at. 
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Anne.  Gentle  master  Fenton, 

Yet  seek  my  father's  love  3  still  seek  it^  sir  : 
If  opportunity  and  humblest  suit 
Cannot  attain  it,  why  then, — Hark  you  hither. 

\Th^  converse  apart. 

Enter  Shallow,  Slender^  and  Mrs.  Quickly. 

Shal.   Break  tlieir  talk,  mistress  Quickly  j  my  kins- 
man shall  speak  for  himself. 

Slen.   I'll  make  a  shaft  or  a  bolt  on't :   slid^  'tis  but 
Venturing. 

*S7/a'.    Be  not  dismay'd. 

Slen.  No,  she  shall  not  dismay  me  :  I  care  not  for 
that, — but  that  I  am  afeard. 

Quick.  Hark  ye 3  master  Slender  would  speak  a 
word  with  you. 

Anfte.   1  come  to  him. — This  is  my  father's  choice. 
O,  what  a  world  of  vile  ill-favour'd  faults 
Looks  handsome  in  three  hundred  pounds  a  year  ! 

[Aside. 

Quick.  And  how  does  good  master  Fenton  ?  Pray 
you,  a  word  with  you. 

Ska/.  She's  coming  3  to  her^  coz.  O  boy,  thou 
hadst  a  fatlier  ! 

Slen.  I  had  a  father,  mistress  Anne  3 — my  uncle 
can  tell  you  good  jests  of  him  : — Pray  you,  uncle,  tell 
mistress  Anne  the  jest,  how  my  father  stole  two  geese 
out  of  a  pen,  good  uncle. 

Shal.  Mistress  Anne^  my  cousin  loves  you. 
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Skn.  Ay,  tliat  I  do  ;  as  well  as  I  love  any  woman 
in  Glocestershire. 

S/ial.   He  will  maintain  you  like  a  gentlewoman. 

Slen.  Ay,  tliat  I  will,  come  cut  and  long-tail"^, 
under  tlie  degree  of  a  'squire. 

S/ial.  He  will  make  you  a  hundred  and  fifty  pounds 
jointure. 

Anne.  Good  master  Shallow,  let  him  woo  for  him- 
self. 

ShaL  Mnrry,  I  tliank  you  for  it ;  tliank  you  for  tliat 
good  comfort.     She  calls  you,  coz :  I'll  leave  you. 

Anne.    Now,  master  Slender. 

Slen.  Now,  good  mistress  Anne. 

Anne.   What  is  your  will  ? 

Slen.  My  will  ?  od's  heartlings,  thaf  s  a  pretty  jest, 
mdeed  !  I  ne'er  made  my  will  yet,  I  thank  heaven  ; 
1  am  not  such  a  sickly  creature,  I  give  heaven  praise. 

Anne.  I  mean^  master  Slender,  what  would  you 
with  me  ? 

Slen.  Truly,  for  mine  own  part,  I  would  little  or 
nothing  with  you  :  Your  father,  and  my  uncle,  have 
made  motions :  if  it  be  my  luck,  so  ;  if  not,  happy  man 
be  his  dole  !  They  can  tell  you  how  things  go,  better 
than  I  can :  You  may  ask  your  fadier ;  here  he  comes. 

Enter'  Page,  and  Mistress  Page, 

Page.   Now,  master  Slender  : — Love  him,  daugh- 
ter Anne. — 
Why,  how  now !  what  does  master  Fenton  here  ? 
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You  wrong  me,  sir^  thus  still  to  haunt  my  house  : 
I  told  you  J  sir,  my  daughter  is  dispos'd  of. 

Fent.  Nay,  master  Page,  be  not  impatient. 

Mrs.  Page.    Good  master  Fenton,  come  not  to  my 
child. 

Page.    She  is  no  match  for  you. 

Fenf.   Sir,  will  you  hear  me  ? 

Page.  No,  good  master  Fenton. 

Come,  master  Shallow ;  come,  son  Slender  -,  in  : — 
Knowing  my  mind,  you  wrong  me,  master  Fenton. 

[Exeimf  PagCy  Shallow,  and  Slender. 

Quick.    Speak  to  mistress  Page. 

Fenf.    Good  mistress  Page,   for  that  I  love  your 
daughter 
In  such  a  righteous  fashion  as  I  do. 
Perforce,  against  all  checks,  rebukes,  and  manners, 
I  must  advance  the  colours  of  my  love. 
And  not  retire  :  Let  me  have  yom*  good  will. 

ylnne.   Good  motlier,  do  not  many  me  to  *yon  fool. 

Mrs.  Page.  I  mean  it  not  j  I  seek  you  a  better  hus- 
band. 

Quick.   That's  my  master,  master  doctor. 

Anne.   Alas,  I  had  ratlier  be  set  quick  i'  the  earthy 
And  bowl'd  to  death  with  turnips. 

3Irs.  Page.    Come,    trouble   not  yourself:    Good 
master  Fenton, 
I  will  not  be  your  friend,  nor  enemy  : 
My  daughter  will  I  question  how  she  loves  you. 
And  as  I  find  her,  so  am  I  affected  j 
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'Till  then,  farewell,  sir  -.—  She  must  needs  go  in  j 
Her  fatlier  will  be  angry. 

[Exeunt  Mis.  Page  and  Anne. 

Fent.   Farewell,  gentle  mistress  j  farewell.  Nan. 

Quick.  This  is  my  doing  nowj — Nay,  said  I,  will 
you  cast  away  your  child  on  a  fool,  and  "^  a  physician  ? 
Look  on  master  Fenton  :  — this  is  my  doing. 

Ftnf.  I  tliank  thee 5  and  I  pray  tliee,  once  to-night 
Give  my  sweet  Nan  tliis  ring  :  There's  for  tliy  pains= 

[Exit. 

Quick.  Now  heaven  send  thee  good  fortune  !  A 
kind  heart  he  hatli :  a  woman  would  run  through  fire 
and  water  for  such  a  kind  heart.  But  yet,  I  would  my 
master  had  mistress  Anne  5  or  I  would  master  Slender 
had  her  j  or,  in  sooth,  I  would  master  Fenton  had  her : 
I  will  do  what  I  can  for  them  all  tliree ;  for  so  I  have 
promised,  and  I'll  be  as  good  as  my  wordj  but  spe- 
ciously for  master  Fenton,  Well,  I  must  of  another 
errand  to  sir  John  Falstaff  from  my  two  mistresses ; 
What  a  beast  am  I  to  slack  it  ?  [Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

A  Room  in  the  Garter  Inn. 

Enter  Falstaff  and  BARDOLni. 

Fal.  Bardolph,  I  say, — 

Bard.   Here,  sir. 

Fa,l.   Go  fetch  me  a  quart  of  sack)  put  a  toast  in't. 


[ 
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[Exit  Bard.']  Have  I  lived  to  be  carried  in  a  basket, 
like  a  barrow  of  butcher's  offal  j   and  to  be  thrown 
into  the  Thames  ?  Well ;  if  I  be  served  such  another 
trick,  I'll  have  my  brains  ta'en  out,  and  butter'd,  and 
give  them  to  a  dog  for  a  new  year's  gift.     The  rogues 
slighted  me  into  tlie  river  with  as  little  remorse  as 
they  would  have  drown'd  a  bitch's  blind  puppies'^, 
fifteen  i'  the  litter :  and  you  may  know  by  my  size, 
that  I  have  a  kind  of  alacrity  in  sinking  5   if  the  bot- 
tom were  as  deep  as  hell,    I  should  down.      1  had 
been  drown'd,  but  that  the  shore  was  shelvy  and 
shallow  3  a  death  that  I  abhor  5   for  tlie  water  swells  a 
man ;  and  what  a  thing  should  I  have  been,  when  I 
had  been  swell'd  !  I  should  have  been  a  mountain  of 
mummy. 

Re-enter  Bardolph,  with  the  wine. 

Bard,  Here's  mistress  Quickly,  sir,  to  speak  with 
you. 

Fal.  Come,  let  me  poui^  in  some  sack  to  the  Thames 
water 3  for  my  belly's  as  cold,  as  if  I  had  swallow'd 
snow-balls  for  pills  to  cool  the  reins.     Call  her  in. 

Bard.   Come  in,  woman. 

Enter  Mrs.  Quickly. 

Quick.  By  your  leave  j  I  cry  you  mercy  :  Give  your 
Ivorship  good-morrow, 

Fal.  Take  away  these  chalices:  Go  brew  me  a 
pottle  of  sack  finely. 
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Bar.    Witli  eg:2"s,  sir  ? 

Fal.  Simple  of  itself  j  I'll  no  piillet-sperm  in  my 
brewage. —  [Exit  Bardoip/i.] — How  now  ? 

Quick.  Marry^  sir,  I  come  to  your  worship  from 
mistress  Ford. 

Fa!.  Mistress  Ford !  I  have  had  ford  enough:  I  was 
tlirown  into  tlie  fordj  I  have  my  belly  full  of  ford. 

Quick.  Alas  tlie  day !  good  heart,  tliat  was  not  her 
fault:  she  does  so  take  on  witli  her  men 3  tliey  mistook 
their  erection. 

Fal.  So  did  I  mine,  to  build  upon  a  foolish  woman's 
promise. 

Quick.  Well,  she  laments,  sir,  for  it,  tliat  it  would 
yearn  your  heart  to  see  it.  Her  husband  goes  tliis  morn- 
ing a  birding3  she  desires  you  once  more  to  come  to 
her  between  eight  and  nine  :  I  must  caiTy  her  word 
quickly  :  she'll  make  you  amends,  I  warrant  you. 

Fal.  Well,  I  will  visit  her:  Tell  her  soj  and  bid 
her  tliink,  m  hat  a  man  is  :  let  her  consider  his  frailty, 
and  then  judge  of  my  merit. 

Quick.   I  will  tell  her. 

Fal.   Do  so.     Between  nine  and  ten,  say'st  thou  ? 

Quick.    Eight  and  nine,  sir. 

Fal.    Well,  be  gone:  I  will  not  miss  her. 

Quick.    Peace  be  with  you,  sir!  [Exit. 

Fal.  I  marvel,  I  hear  not  of  master  Brook ;  he  sent 
me  word  to  stay  \s'idiin  :  I  like  his  money  well.  O, 
here  he  comes. 
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Enter  Ford. 


Ford.   Bless  you,  sir  ! 

Tal.  Now,  master  Brook  ?  you  come  to  know  what 
hath  pass'd  betw^een  me  and  Ford's  wife  ? 

Ford.   That,  indeed,  sir  John,  is  my  business. 

Fed.  Master  Brook,  I  will  not  lie  to  you  5  I  was  at 
her  house  the  hour  she  appointed  me. 

Ford.   And  how  sped  you,  sir  ? 

Fal.   Very  ill-favour' dly,  master  Brook. 

Ford  How  so,  sir?  Did  she  change  her  determi- 
nation ? 

Fal.  No,  master  Brook  :  but  the  peaking  cornuto 
her  husband,  master  Brook,  dwelling  in  a  continual 
'laiiim  of  jealousy,  comes  me  in  the  instant  of  our  en- 
counter, after  we  had  embraced,  kiss'd,  protested,  and, 
as  it  were,  spoke  the  prologue  of  our  comedy^  and  at 
his  heels  a  rabble  of  his  companions,  thither  provoked 
and  instigated  by  his  distemper,  and,  forsooth,  to  search 
his  house  for  his  wife's  love. 

Ford.   What,  while  you  were  there  ? 

Fal.   While  I  was  there. 

Ford.  And  did  he  search  for  you,  and  could  not  find 
you  ? 

Fal.  You  shall  hear.  As  good  luck  would  have  it, 
comes  in  one  mistress  Page ;  gives  intelligence  of  Ford's 
approach  5  and,  by  her  invention,  and  Ford's  wife's  dis- 
ti"action,  they  convey'd  me  into  a  buck-basket. 

Ford.   A  buck-basket ! 

Fal.   By  tlie  Lord,  a  buck-basket:  ramm'd  me  in 
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with  foul  shirts  and  smocks,  socks,  foul  stockingSj  and 
greasy  napkins ;  that,  master  Brook,  there  was  the 
rankest  compound  of  villainous  smell,  that  ever  offend- 
ed nostril. 

Ford.   And  how  long  lay  you  there  ? 

Fal.  Nay,  you  shall  hear,    master  Brook,  what  I 
have  suffer'd  to  bring  this  woman  to  evil  for  your 
good.     Being  thus  cramm'd  in  the  basket,  a  couple  of 
Fords  knaves,   his  hinds,  were  call'd  forth  by  their 
mistress,  to  carry  me  in  tlie  name  of  foul  clothes  to 
Datchet-lane  :  they  took  me  on  their  shoulders ;  met 
the  jealous  knave  their  master  in  the  door ;  who  ask'd 
them  once  or  twice,  what  tliey  had  in  their  basket : 
I  quaked  for  fear,  lest  tlie  lunatic  knave  would  have 
search'd  it  3  but  Fate,  ordaining  he  should  be  a  cuckold, 
held  his  hand.     Well  5  on  went  he  for  a  search,  and 
away  went  I  for  foul  clothes.     But  mark  the  sequel, 
master  Brook :   I  suffer'd  the  pangs  of  tliree  several 
deaths  :    first,  an  intolerable  fright,   to  be  detected 
with  a  jealous  rotten  bell-weatlier  :  next,  to  be  com- 
pass'd,  like  a  good  bilbo '',  in  the  circumference  of  a 
peck,  hilt  to  point,  heel  to  head  :  and  then,  to  be 
stopp'd  in,  like   a  strong  distillation,  with  stinking 
clothes  that  fretted  in  tlieir  own  grease  :  think  of  tiiat^ 
— a  man  of  my  kidney, — tliink  of  thatj  that  am  as 
subject  to  heat,  as  butter ;  a  man  of  continual  disso- 
lution and  thaw  ;   it  was  a  miracle,  to  'scape  suffo- 
cation.    And  in  the  height  of  this  bath,  wdien  I  was 
more  than  half  stew'd  in  grease,  like  a  Dutch  dish,  to 
be  tlirown  into  die  Thames,  and  cool'd^  glowing  hot. 
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in  tliat  surge,  like  a  horse-shoe  j  think  of  that, — hissing 
hot, — tliink  of  tliat,  master  Brook. 

Ford.  In  good  sadness,  sir,  I  am  sorry  that  for  mj 
sake  you  have  suffer'd  all  this.  My  suit  then  is  de- 
sperate 3  you'll  undertake  her  no  more? 

Fed.  Master  Brook,  I  will  be  thrown  into  ^tna,  as 
I  have  been  into  Thames,  ere  I  will  leave  her  thus. 
Her  husband  is  this  morning  gone  a  birding :  I  have 
received  from  her  another  embassy  of  meetings  'twixt 
eight  and  nine  is  the  hour,  master  Brook. 

Ford.  'Tis  past  eight  already,  sir. 

Fal.  Is  it  ?  I  will  then  address  me  to  my  appoint- 
ment. Come  to  me  at  your  convenient  leisure,  and 
you  shall  know  how  I  speed  -,  and  the  conclusion  shall 
be  crown'd  with  your  enjoying  her :  Adieu.  You  shall 
have  her,  master  Brook  j  master  Brook,  you  shall 
cuckold  Ford.  [Exit. 

Ford.  Hum !  ha !  is  tJiis  a  vision  ?  is  this  a  dream  ? 
do  I  sleep  ?  Master  Ford,  awake ;  awake,  master  Ford  j 
there's  a  hole  made  in  your  best  coat,  master  Ford. 
This  'tis  to  be  married!  this  'tis  to  have  linen,  and 
buck-baskets  ! — Well,  I  will  proclaim  myself  what  I 
am  :  I  will  now  take  the  lecher ;  he  is  at  my  house  : 
he  cannot  'scape  me ;  'tis  impossible  he  should  ^  he 
cannot  creep  into  a  half-penny  purse,  nor  into  a  pep- 
per-box :  but,  lest  the  devil  that  guides  him  should 
aid  him,  I  will  search  impossible  places.  Though 
what  I  am  I  cannot  avoid,  yet  to  be  what  I  would 
not,  shall  not  make  me  tame  :  if  I  have  horns  to  make 
one  mad,  let  tlie  proverb  go  with  me,  I'll  be  horn 
mad.  [Exit. 
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ACT  IF.    SCENE  /.'« 

The  Street. 

Fmter  Mrs.  Page,  Mrs.  Quickly,  ««</ William. 

Mrs.  Page.  Is  he  at  master  Ford's  already,  think'st 
thou? 

Quick.  Sure,  he  is  by  this ;  or  will  be  presently  : 
but  truly,  he  is  very  courageous  mad,  about  his  throw- 
ing into  tlie  water.  Mistress  Ford  desires  you  to  come 
suddenly. 

Mrs.  Page.  I'll  be  with  her  by  and  by  ;  I'll  but 
bring  my  young  man  here  to  school :  Look,  where 
his  master  comes  3  'tis  a  playing-day,  I  see. 

Enter  Sir  Hugh  Evans. 

How  now,  sir  Hugh  ?  no  school  to-day  ^ 

Eia.  No  3  master  Slender  is  let  tlie  boys  leave  to 
play. 

Quick.   Blessing  of  his  heart ! 

Mj's.  Page.  Sir  Hugh,  my  husband  says,  my  son 
profits  nothing  in  the  world  at  his  book  ;  I  pray  you, 
ask  him  some  questions  in  his  accidence. 

Eva.  Come  hitlier,  William 3  hold  up  your  head; 
come. 

Mrs.  Page.  Come  on,  sirrah  3  hold  up  your  head  3 
answer  your  master,  be  not  afraid. 

Era.    William,  how  many  numbers  is  in  nouns  ? 

Will.  Two. 
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Quick.   Tmlv  I  thought  there  had  been  one  number 
more 3  because  they  say,  od's  nouns. 

Eva.   Peace  your  tatlmgs.     What  isy«zr,  William  ? 

Will.    Fiikher. 

Quick.    Poulcats  !  there  are  fairer  things  than  poul- 
cats,  sure. 

Eva.   Your  are  a  very  simplicity  'oman  3  I  pray  you, 
peace.     What  is  Lapis,  William  ? 

IVill.   A  stone. 

Eva.   And  what  is  a  stone,  William  ? 

Jnil.   A  pebble. 

Eva,  No,  it  is  Lapis ;  I  pray  you  remember  in  your 
prain. 

Will.   Lapi^. 

Eva.  That  is  a  good  William.  What  is  he,  William^ 
that  does  lend  articles  ? 

Will.   Articles  are  borrowed  of  the  pronoun  3  and 
be  tlius  declined,  Singuliritery  no/ninativo.,  hie,  hoec,  hoc. 

Eva.    Nominatno,  hig,  hag,  hog ; — pray  you,  mark: 
genitivoy  hujus  :  Well,  what  is  your  accusative  case? 

Will.    Accusativo,  hinc. 

Eva.   I  pray  you,  have  your  remembrance,  child  5 
Accvsativo,  hing,  lumg,  hog. 

Quick.   Hang  hog  is  Latin  for  bacon,  I  warrant  you. 

Eva.   Leave  your  prabbles,  'oman.     What  is  the 
focative  case,  William  ? 

Will.   O — vocativo,  O. 

F.va.  Remember,  William  3  focative  is,  caret. 

Quick.   And  that's  a  good  root. 

Eva.   'Oman,  forbear. 
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Mrs.  Page.   Peace. 

Eva.   What  is  your  genitive  case  plural,  William  } 

Will.    Genitive  case  ? 

Eva.   Ay. 

Will.   Genitive, — horiim,  harumy  horum. 

Quick.  'Vengeance  of  Jennfs  case  !  fie  on  her  ! — 
never  name  her,  child,  if  she  be  a  whore. 

Eva.   For  shame,  'oman. 

Qnick.  You  do  ill  to  teach  the  child  such  words : 
he  teaches  him  to  hick  and  to  hack,  which  they'll  do 
fast  enough  of  tliemselves  -,  and  to  call  horum  :— fie 
upon  you ! 

Eva.  'Oman,  art  thou  lunatics  ?  hast  thou  no  un- 
derstandings for  thy  cases,  and  the  numbers  of  the 
genders  ?  Thou  art  as  foolish  christian  creatures,  as  I 
would  desires. 

Mrs.   Page.    Pr'ythee,  hold  thy  peace. 

Eva.  Shew  me  now,  William,  some  declensions  of 
your  pronouns. 

Will.   Forsooth,  I  have  forgot. 

Eva.  It  is  ki,  kce,  cod ;  if  you  forget  your  kies^ 
your  ka:s,  and  your  cods,  you  must  be  preeches.  Go 
your  ways,  and  play,  go. 

Mrs.  Page.  He  is  a  better  scholar,  than  I  thought 
he  was, 

Eva.  He  is  a  good  sprag'^  memory.  Farewell^ 
mistress  Page. 

Mrs.  Page.  Adieu,  good  sir  Hugh.  [Exit  Sir  Hugh.} 
Get  you  home,  boy.— Come,  we  stay  too  long. 

[Exeunt. 


OF  WINDSOR.  81 

SCENE  If, 

A  Room  in  Ford's  House. 
Enter  Falstaff  and  Mrs.  Ford. 
FuL    Mistress  Ford,  your  sorrow  hath  eaten  up  my 
sufferance:  I  see,   you  are  obsequious  in  your  love, 
and  I  profess  requital  to  a  hair's  breadth  j  not  only, 
mistress  Ford,  in  the  simple  office  of  love,  but  in  all 
the  accoutrement,  complement,  and  ceremony  of  it. 
But  are  you  sure  of  your  husband  now  ? 
Mrs.  Ford.    He's  a  birding,  sweet  sir  John. 
Mrs.  Page.    [JVithin.~\     What   hoa^    gossip  Ford  I 
what  hoa  ! 

]\[rs.  Ford.    Step  into  die  chamber,  sir  John 

[_Exit  Falstaff.. 

E?iter  Mrs.  Page. 

Mrs.  Page.  How  now,  sweetheart  ?  who's  at  home 
besides  yourself  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.    Why,  none  but  mine  own  people. 

Mrs.  Page.    Indeed  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.   No,  certainly :  — Speak  louder.   [Jside^ 

Mrs.  Page.  Truly,  I  am  so  glad  you  have  nobody 
here. 

Mrs.  Ford.   Why? 

31  rs.  Page.  Why,  woman,  your  husband  is  in  his 
old  lunes  ^°  again  :  he  so  takes  on  ^^  yonder  with  my 
husband;  so  rails  against  all  married  mankind j  so 
curses  all  Eve's  daughters,  of  what  complexion  so- 
ever ;  and  so  buffets  himself  on  the  forehead,  crying, 

VOL.  II.  G 
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Peer-out^  peer-out  J^^  tliat  any  madness,  I  ever  yet  be- 
held, seem'd  but  tameness,  civility,  and  patience,  to 
this  distemper  he  is  in  now  :  I  am  glad  the  fat  knight 
is  not  here. 

Mrs.  Ford,  Why,  does  he  talk  of  him  ? 
Mrs.  Page.  Of  none  but  him  ;  and  s\\Tars,  he  was 
carried  out,  the  last  time  he  search'd  for  him,  in  a 
basket :  protests  to  my  husband,  he  is  now  here ;  and 
liatli  drawn  him  and  the  rest  of  their  company  from 
tlieir  sport,  to  make  anotlier  experiment  of  his  su- 
spicion :  but  I  am  glad  the  knight  is  not  here  ;  now  he 
shall  see  his  own  foolery. 

Mrs.  Ford.    How  near  is  he,  mistress  Page  ? 
Mrs.  Page.   Hard  by ;  at  street  end }  he  will  be 
here  anon. 

Mrs.  Ford.   I  am  undone  ! — the  knight  is  here. 
Mrs.  Page.  Why,  then  you  are  utterly  shamed,  and 
he's  but  a  dead  man.     What  a  woman  are  you  ? — 
Away  with  him^  away  witli  him  >  better  shame  than 
murder. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Which  way  should  he  go  ?  how  should 
I  bestow  him  ?  Shall  I  put  him  into  the  basket  again  ? 

Re-enter  Falstaff. 

Fa!.  No,  I'll  come  no  more  i'  tlie  basket :  May  I 
not  go  out,  ere  he  come  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Alas,  three  of  master  Ford's  brotliers 
watch  tlie  door  witli  pistols,  tliat  none  shall  issue  out; 
otherwise  you  might  slip  a\\'3y  ere  he  came.  But 
what  make  vou  here  ? 
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Tal.  What  shall  I  do  ?— I'll  creep  up  into  the 
chimney 

Mrs.  Ford.  There  they  always  use  to  discharge 
their  birding-pieces  :   Creep  into  tlie  kiln-hole. 

Fal.   Where  is  it  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  He  will  seek  there  on  my  word.  Neither 
press,  coffer,  chest,  trunk,  well,  vault,  but  he  hath  an 
abstract  ^'  for  the  remembrance  of  such  places,  and 
goes  to  them  by  his  note :  There  is  no  hiding  you  in 
the  house. 

Fal.   I'll  go  out  then. 

Mrs.  Page.  If  you  go  out  in  your  own  semblance, 
you  die,  sir  John.     Unless  you  go  out  disguis'd, — 

Mrs.  Ford.    How  might  we  disguise  him  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Alas  the  day,  I  know  not.  There  is 
no  woman's  gown  big  enough  for  him ;  otlierwise,  he 
might  put  on  a  hat,  a  muffler,  and  a  kerchief,  and  so 
escape. 

Fal.  Good  hearts,  devise  something :  any  extremity, 
rather  than  a  mischief. 

Mrs.  Ford.  My  maid's  aunt,  the  fat  woman  of 
Brentford,  has  a  gown  above. 

Mrs.  Page.  On  my  word,  it  will  serv^e  him  ;  she's 
as  big  as  he  is:  and  tliere's  her  thrum'd  hat,  and  her 
muffler  too  :  Run  up,  sir  John. 

3Jrs.  Ford.  Go,  go,  sweet  sir  John:  mistress  Page, 
and  I,  will  look  some  linen  for  your  head. 

Mrs.  Page.  Quick,  quickj  we'll  come  dress  you 
straight :  put  on  tlie  gown  the  while.     [Exit  Falstaff. 

Mrs.  Ford.   I  w^ould,  my  husband  would  meet  him 
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in  this  shape :  he  cannot  abide  the  old  woman  of 
Brentford;  he  swears,  she's  a  witch 3  forbade  her  my 
house,  and  hatli  threaten'd  to  beat  her. 

Mrs.  Page.  Heaven  guide  him  to  thy  husband's 
cudgel ;  and  the  devil  guide  his  cudgel  afterwards  ! 

Mrs.  Ford.   But  is  my  husband  coming  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Ay,  in  good  sadness,  is  he;  and  talks 
of  the  basket  too,  howsoever  he  hath  had  intelligence. 

Mrs.  Ford.  We'll  try  that ;  for  I'll  appoint  my  men 
to  carry  tlie  basket  again,  to  meet  him  at  the  door 
with  it,  as  they  did  last  time. 

Mrs.  Page.  Nay,  but  he'll  be  here  presently  :  let's 
go  dress  him  like  the  witch  of  Brentford. 

Mrs.  Ford.  I'll  first  direct  my  men,  what  they  shall 
do  with  tlie  basket.  Go  up,  111  bring  linen  for  him 
straight.  lExif. 

Mrs.  Page.  Hang  him,  dishonest  varlet!  we  cannot 
misuse  him  enough. 

We'll  leave  a  proof,  by  tliat  which  we  will  do. 

Wives  may  be  merry,  and  yet  honest  too : 

We  do  not  act,  tliat  often  jest  and  laugh; 

'Tis  old  but  true.  Still  swine  eat  all  the  draff.    [Exit. 

Re-enter  Mrs.  FoiiD,  Wit/i  tivo  Servants. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Go,  sirs,  take  tlie  basket  again  on  your 
shoulders;  your  master  is  hard  at  door;  if  he  bid  you 
^et  it  down,  obey  him:  quickly,  despatch.  [Exit. 

1 .  Seir.   Come,  come,  take  it  up. 

2.  Stri.  Pray  heaven,  it  be  not  full  of  the  knight 
again. 
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.    1.  Serv.   I  hope  not^  I  had  as  lief  bear  so  much 
lead. 

Enter  Ford,  Page,  Shallow,  Caius,  afid  Sir 

Hugh  Evans. 

Ford.  Ay,  but  if  it  prove  true,  master  Page,  have 
you  any  way  then  to  unfool  me  again  ? — Set  down  tlie 

basket,  villain  :  — Somebody  call  my  wife  : You, 

youth  in  a  basket,  come  out  here! — O,  you  panderly 
rascals !  there's  a  knot,  a  ging  ^*,  a  pack,  a  conspiracy, 
against  me  :  Now  shall  the  devil  be  shamed.  What ! 
wife,  I  say !  come,  come  forth  ;  behold  what  honest 
clothes  you  send  forth  to  bleaching. 

Page.  Why,  this  passes !  Master  Ford,  you  are  not 
to  go  loose  any  longer  3  you  must  be  pinion'd. 

Eva.  Why,  this  is  lunatics!  this  is  mad  as  a  mad 
dog  I 

-  Shal.  Indeed,  master  Ford,  this  is  not  wellj  in- 
deed. 

Enter  Mrs.  Ford, 

Ford.  So  say  I  too,  sir. — Come  hither,  mistress 
Ford  3  mistress  Ford,  the  honest  woman,  the  modest 
wife,  the  virtuous  creature,  that  hath  the  jealous  fool 
to  her  husband  !  — I  suspect  without  cause,  mistress, 
do  I? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Heaven  be  my  witness,  you  do,  if  you 
suspect  me  in  any  dishonesty. 

Ford.   Well  said,  brazen-face ;   hold  it  out. 

Come  forth,  sirrah.  [Fulls  the  clothes  out  of  the  basket. 

Page.  This  passes ! 


86  MERRY  WIVES 

Mrs.  Ford.   Are  you  not  ashamed  ?  let  the  clothes 
alone. 

Ford.    I  shall  find  you  anon. 

Eva.   'Tis  unreasonable  !  Will  you  take  up  your 
wife's  clothes  ?  Come  away. 
Ford.   Empty  the  basket,  I  say. 
Mrs.  Ford.   Why,  man,  why, — 
Ford.   Master  Page,  as  I  am  a  man,  there  was  one 
convey'd  out  of  my  house  yesterday  in  this  basket  : 
Why  may  not  he  be  there  again  ?   In  my  house  I  am 
sure  he  is :   my  intelligence  is  true  j    my  jealousy  is 
reasonable  :  Pluck  me  out  all  tlie  linen. 

Mrs.  Ford.   If  you  find  a  man  there,  he  shall  die  a 
flea's  death. 

Foge.   Here's  no  man. 

Shd.   By  my  fidelity,  this  is  not  well,  master  Fordj 
diis  wrongs  you. 

Eva.   Master  Ford,  you  must  pray,  and  not  follow 
the  imaginations  of  your  own  heart  :   this  is  jealousies. 
Ford.   Well,  he's  not  here  I  seek  for. 
Vage.   No,  nor  no  where  else,  but  in  your  brain. 
Ford.    Help  to  search  my  house  this  one  time  :   if 
T  find  ndt  \\'hat  I  seek,  show  no  colour  for  my  ex- 
tremity, let  me  for  ever  be  your  table-sport  -,  let  them 
say  of  me.  As  jealf  us  as  Ford,  that  search'd  a  hollow 
walnut  for  his   wife's  leman^*.      Satisfy  me  once 
more  5  once  more  search  witli  me. 

Mrs.  Ford.  What  hoa,  mistress  Page  !  come  you, 
and  the  old  woman  down  3  my  husband  will  come 
into  the  chamber. 

Ford,   Old  woman  !  What  old  woman's  that  i 
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Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  it  Is  my  maid's  aunt  of  Brent- 
ford. 

Ford.  A  witch,  a  quean,  an  old  cozening  quean  ! 
Have  I  not  forbid  her  my  house  ?  She  comes  of  er- 
rands, does  she  ?  We  are  simple  men ;  we  do  not 
know  what's  brought  to  pass  under  the  profession  of 
fortune- telling.  She  works  by  charms,  by  spells,  by 
the  figure,  and  such  daubery  as  tliis  is  j  beyond  our 

element :   we  know  nothing  '^. Come  down,  you 

witch,  you  hag  you  ;  come  down,  I  say. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  good,  sweet  husband  ^ — good  gen- 
tlemen, let  him  not  strike  tlie  old  woman. 

Enter  Falstaff  in  women's  clothes,  led  by  Mrs.  Page. 

Mrs.  Page.  Come,  mother  Pratt,  come,  give  me 
your  hand. 

Ford,    ril  prat   her: Out   of   my   door,    you 

witch  !  [beats  him.']  you  rag,  you  baggage,  you  pole- 
cat, you  ronyon  !  out !  out !  FU  conjure  you,  Fll  for- 
tune-tell you.  [Exit  Falstaff. 

Mrs.  Page.  Are  you  not  ashamed  ?  I  think,  you 
have  kill'd  the  poor  woman. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  he  will  do  it: — 'Tis  a  goodly 
credit  for  you. 

Ford.   Hang  her,  witch  ! 

Eva.  By  yea  and  no,  I  tliink,  the  'oman  is  a  witch 
indeed  ;  I  like  not  when  a  'oman  has  a  great  peai'd  j 
I  spy  a  great  peard  under  her  muffler. 

Ford.  Will  you  follow^  gentlemen?  I  beseech  you, 
follow  3  see  but  the  issue  of  my  jealousy  :  if  I  ciy  out 
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thus  upon  no  ti'ail^'''^  never  tiust  me  when  I  open 


again. 


Page.  Let's  obey  his  humour  a  little  further :  Come, 
gentlemen.     \_Exeinit  Page,  Ford,  Shallow,  and  Evans. 

Mrs.  Page.   Trust  me,  he  beat  him  most  pitifully. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  by  the  mass,  that  he  did  not 3  he 
beat  him  most  unpitifully,  methought. 

Mrs.  Page.  I'll  have  the  cudgel  hallow'd,  and  hung 
o'er  the  altar  j  it  hath  done  meritorious  service. 

Mrs.  Ford.  What  think  you  ?  May  we,  with  tlie 
warrant  of  woman-hood,  and  the  witness  of  a  good 
conscience,  pursue  him  widi  any  further  rever.ge  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  The  spirit  of  wantonness  is,  sure,  scared 
out  of  him  J  if  the  devil  have  him  not  in  fee-simple, 
with  fine  and  recovery,  he  will  never,  I  think,  in  tlie 
way  of  v/aste  ^^,  attempt  us  again. 

Mrs.  Fold.  Shall  we  tell  our  husbands  how  we  have 
serv'ed  him  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Yes,  by  all  means ;  if  it  be  but  to  scrape 
the  figures  out  of  your  husband's  brains.  If  they  can 
find  in  their  hearts,  tlie  poor  unvirtuous  fat  knight 
shall  be  any  further  aflHicted,  we  two  will  still  be  die 
ministers. 

Mrs.  Ford.  I'll  warrant,  diey'll  have  him  publickly 
shamed  :  and,  mediinks,  diere  would  be  no  period 
to  the  jest,  should  he  not  be  publickly  shamed. 

Mrs.  Page.  Come,  to  tlie  forge  widi  it  then,  shape 
it:  I  would  not  have  diings  cool.  lExaint, 


OF  WINDSOR.  89 

SCENE  III. 

A  Room  in  the  Garter  IniK 
Enter  Host  and  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Sir,  the  Germans  desire  to  have  three  of 
your  horses  :  the  duke  himself  will  be  to-morrow  at 
court,  and  they  are  going  to  meet  him. 

Host.  What  duke  should  that  be,  comes  so  secretly  ? 
I  hear  not  of  him  in  the  court :  Let  me  speak  with 
the  gentlemen ;  tliey  speak  English  ? 

Bard.   Ay,  sir  ;  I'll  call  them  to  you. 

Host.  They  shall  have  my  horses  j  but  I'll  make 
them  pay,  I'll  sauce  tliem  :  tliey  have  had  my  houses 
a  week  at  command ;  I  have  turn'd  away  my  otlier 
guests  :  they  must  come  oiF^  I'll  sauce  them  :  Come. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

A  Room  m  Ford's  House. 

Enter  Page,   Ford,  Mrs.  Page,  Mrs.  Ford,  and 
»S/>  Hugh  Evans. 

Eia.  'Tis  one  of  tlie  pest  discretions  of  a  'oman  as 
ever  I  did  look  upon. 

Page.  And  did  he  send  you  both  these  letters  at  an 
instant  ? 

Mrs.  Page.   Within  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

Ford.  Pardon  me,  wife  :  Henceforth  do  what  thou 
wilt  3 
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I  ratlier  will  suspect  the  sun  with  cold. 

Than  tliee  with  wantonness  :  now  dotli  thy  honour 

stand. 
In  him  that  was  of  late  an  heretick. 
As  firm  as  faith. 

Page.  *Tis  well,  'tis  well ;  no  more. 

Be  not  as  extreme  in  submission. 
As  in  oifence  ; 

But  let  our  plot  go  forward  :  let  our  wives 
Yet  once  again,  to  make  us  publick  sport. 
Appoint  a  meeting  with  this  old  fat  fellow. 
Where  we  may  take  him,  and  disgrace  him  for  it. 

Ford.  There  is  no  better  way  than  that  they  spoke 
of. 

Page.  How !  to  send  him  word  tliey'll  meet  him 
in  the  park  at  midnight  ?  fie,  fie  ;  he'll  never  come. 

Eva.  You  say,  he  has  been  tlirown  in  the  rivers  j 
and  has  been  grievously  peateli,  as  an  old  'oman  : 
methinks,  there  should  be  terrors  in  him,  that  he 
should  not  come  j  methinks,  his  flesh  is  punish'd,  he 
shall  have  no  desires. 

Page.    So  til  ink  I  too. 

Mrs.  Funl.   Devise  but  how  you'll  use  him  when 
he  comes. 
And  let  us  two  devise  to  bring  him  thitlier. 

Mrs.  Page.   There  is  an  old  tale  goes,  that  Heme 
tlie  hunter. 
Sometime  a  keeper  here  in  Windsor  forest. 
Doth  all  the  winter  time,  at  still  midnight. 
Walk  round  about  an  oak,  with  great  ragg'd  horns ; 
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And  tliere  he  blasts  the  tree,  and  takes  ^^  the  cattle  j 

And  makes  milch-kine  yield  blood,  and  shakes  a  chain 

In  3  most  hideous  and  dreadfiil  manner : 

You  have  heard  of  such  a  spirit ;  and  well  you  know. 

The  superstitious  idle-headed  eld  ^ 

Receiv'd,  and  did  deliver  to  our  age. 

This  tale  of  Heme  the  hunter  for  a  tinith. 

Page.   Why,  yet  there  want  not  many,  that  do  fear 
In  deep  of  night  to  walk  by  tliis  Heme's  oak  : 
But  what  of  tliis  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Marry ,  this  is  our  device ; 

That  Falstaffat  that  oak  shall  meet  with  us, 
Disguis'd  like  Heme,  Avith  huge  horns  on  his  head. 

Page.   AVell,  let  it  not  be  doubted  but  he'll  come. 
And  in  this  shape  :    When  you  have  brought  him 

thither. 
What  shall  be  done  with  him  ?  \A'hat  is  your  plot  ? 

Mrs.  Page.   That  likewise  have  we  thought  upon> 
and  tlius  : 
Nan  Page  my  daughter,  and  my  little  son. 
And  three  or  four  more  of  their  growth,  we'll  dress 
Like  urchins,  ouphes,  and  fairies,  green  and  white^ 
With  rounds  of  waxen  tapers  on  their  heads. 
And  rattles  in  their  hands  5  upon  a  sudden. 
As  FalstafF,  she,  and  I,  are  newly  met. 
Let  tliem  from  forth  a  saw-pit  rush  at  once 
With  some  diffused  song ;  upon  their  sight. 
We  two  in  great  amazedness  will  fly  ; 
Then  let  them  all  encircle  him  about^ 
And,  fairy 'Vike,  to-pinch  the  unclean  knight ; 
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And  ask  him,  why,  that  hour  of  fairy  revel. 
In  their  so  sacred  patlis  he  dares  to  tread. 
In  shape  prophane. 

Mrs.  Ford.  And  till  he  tell  the  truth. 

Let  the  supposed  fairies  pinch  him  sound. 
And  burn  him  with  their  tapers. 

3Irs.  Page.  The  truth  being  known. 

We'll  all  present  ourselves  j  dis-horn  tiie  spirit. 
And  mock  him  home  to  Windsor. 

Ford,  The  children  must 

Be  practis'd  well  to  tliis,  or  tliey'll  ne'er  do't. 

Eia.  I  will  teach  the  children  their  behaviours  ; 
and  I  will  be  like  a  jack-an-apes  also,  to  bum  the 
knight  with  my  taber. 

Ford.  That  will  be  excellent.  I'll  go  buy  them 
vizards. 

Mrs.  Page.   My  Nan  shall  be  the  queen  of  ail  the 
fairies. 
Finely  attired  in  a  robe  of  white. 

Page.  That  silk  will  I  go  buy ; — and  in  that  time  ^^ 
Shall  master  Slender  steal  my  Nan  away,  [Aside. 

And  marry  her  at  Eton. Go,   send  to   FalstatF 

straight. 

Ford.   Nay,  I'll  to  him  again  in  name  of  Brook  : 
He'll  tell  me  all  his  purpose  :  Sure,  he'll  come. 

Mrs.  Page.  Fear  not  you  that :  Go,  get  us  properties. 
And  trickinor92  for  our  fairies. 

o 

Eva.  Let  us  about  it :  It  is  admirable  pleasures, 
and  fery  honest  knaveries. 

lExtunt  Page,  Ford,  a?id  Evans. 
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Mrs.  Page.    Go,  mistress  Ford, 
Send  quickly  to  sir  Jolin,  to  know  his  mind. 

[Evit  Mrs.  Ford, 
I'll  to  the  doctor  ;  he  hath  my  good  will. 
And  none  but  he,  to  marry  with  Nan  Page. 
That  Slender,  though  well  landed,  is  an  ideot ; 
And  he  my  husband  best  of  all  affects  : 
The  doctor  is  well  money'd,  and  his  friends 
Potent  at  court  j  he,  none  but  he,  shall  have  her. 
Though  twenty  thousand  worthier  come  to  crave  her. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

A  Room  in  the  Garter  Inn. 
Enter  Host  and  Simple. 

Host.  What  would' st  thou  have,  boor  ?  what, 
thick-skin  ?  speak,  breatlie,  discuss  -,  brief,  short, 
quick,  snap. 

Sim.  Marry,  sir,  I  come  to  speak  with  sir  John 
Falstaff  from  master  Slender. 

Host.  There's  his  chamber,  his  house,  his  castle^ 
his  standing-bed,  and  truckle-bed ^^3  'tis  painted  about 
with  the  story  of  tlie  prodigal,  fresh  and  new  :  Go, 
knock  and  call ;  he'll  speak  like  an  Anthropophaginian^ 
unto  thee  :  Knock,  I  say. 

*S77/?.  There's  an  old  woman,  a  fat  woman,  gone 
up  into  his  chamber  5  I'll  be  so  bold  as  stay,  sir,  till 
she  come  down :  I  come  to  speak  with  her,  indeed. 

Host.    Ha  !  a  fat  woman  !  the  knight  may  be  rob- 
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bed  :  I'll  call.— Bully  knight !  Bully  sir  John  !  ?peak 
from  thy  lungs  militaiy  :  Art  tliou  there  ?  it  is  thine 
host,  thine  Ephesian,  calls. 

lal.  [above] .    How  now,  mine  host  ? 

Host.  Here's  a  Bohemian-Tartar  tarries  the  coming 
down  of  thy  fat  woman  :  Let  her  descend,  bully,  let 
her  descend  -,  my  chambers  are  honourable :  Fie ! 
privacy  ?  fie ! 

Enter  Falstaff. 

Tal.  There  was,  mine  host,  an  old  fat  woman  even 
now  witli  me  ;  but  she's  gone. 

Sim.  Pray  you,  sir^  was't  not  the  wise  woman  of 
Brentford  ? 

Fal.  Ay,  marry  was  it,  muscle-shell  3  What  would 
you  with  her  ? 

Sim.  My  master,  sir,  my  master  Slender,  sent  to 
her,  seeing  her  go  tliorough  the  streets,  to  know,  sir, 
whether  one  Nym,  sir,  that  beguiled  him  of  a  chain, 
had  the  chain,  or  no. 

Fal.   I  spake  with  the  old  woman  about  it, 

Sim.   And  what  says  she,  I  pray>  sir  ? 

TaL  Marry,  she  says,  that  tlie  very  same  man,  that 
beguiled  master  Slender  of  his  chain,  cozen'd  him 
of  it.  ^ 

Sim.  I  would,  I  could  have  spoken  with  the  woman 
herself  i  I  had  other  things  to  have  spoken  with  her 
too,  from  him. 

Fal.   What  are  tliey  ?  let  us  know. 

Ilo-^tr  Ay,  come  j  quick. 
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Sim .   I  may  not  conceal  them,  sir. 

Fal.   Conceal  them,  or  thou  diest. 

Sim.  Why,  sir,  they  were  nothing  but  about 
mistress  Anne  Page  j  to  know,  if  it  were  my  master's 
fortune  to  have  her,  or  no. 

Fal.    'Tis,  'tis  his  fortune. 

Sim.  What,  sir  ? 

Fal.  To  have  her, — or  no  :  Go  3  say,  the  woman 
told  me  so. 

Si}n.   May  I  be  so  bold  to  say  so,  sir  ? 

Fal.   Ay>  sir  Tike  3  who  more  bold  ? 

Sim.  I  thank  your  worship:  I  shall  make  my  master 
glad  with  these  tidings.  [Exit  Simple. 

Host.  Thou  art  clerkly,  thou  art  clerkly,  sir  John  i 
Was  tliere  a  wise  woman  with  thee  ? 

Fal.  Ay,  that  there  was,  mine  host ;  one,  that  hatli 
taught  me  more  wit  than  ever  I  learn' d  before  in  my 
life :  and  I  paid  nothing  for  it  neither,  but  was  paid 
for  my  learning. 

Enter  Bardolph. 

Bard.    Out,  alas,  sir!  cozenage!  meer  cozenage! 

Host.  Where  be  my  horses  ?  speak  well  of  them^ 
varletto. 

Bard.  Run  away  with  the  cozeners  :  for  so  soon  as 
I  came  beyond  Eton,  they  threw  me  off,  from  behind 
one  of  them,  in  a  slough  of  mire  3  and  set  spurs,  and 
away,  like  three  German  devils,  three  Doctor  Faus- 
tuses^^. 

Host.   They  are  gone  but  to  meet  the  duke,  vil- 
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lain  :  do  not  say,  they  be  fled  •   Germans  are  honest 
men. 

Enter  Sir  Hugh  Evans. 

Eva.   Where  is  mine  host  ? 

Host.   What  is  tlie  matter,  sir  ? 

Eva.  Have  a  care  of  your  entertainments  :  there  is 
a  friend  of  mine  come  to  town,  tells  me,  tliere  is  three 
couzin  germans,  that  has  cozen'd  all  the  hosts  of 
Readings,  of  Maidenhead,  of  Colebrook,  of  horses 
and  money.  I  tell  you  for  good-will,  look  you  :  you 
are  wise,  and  full  of  gibes  and  vlouting-stogs  3  and 
'tis  not  convenient  you  should  be  cozen'd :  Fare  you 
well.  [Exit. 

Enter  Cai vs. 

Cuius.   Vere  is  mine  Host  de  Jarterre  ? 

Host.  Here,  master  doctor,  in  perplexity,  and  doubt- 
ful dilemma. 

Cains.  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  dat :  But  it  is  tell-a  me, 
dat  you  make  grand  preparation  for  a  duke  de  Jar- 
many :  by  my  trot,  dere  is  no  duke,  dat  the  court  is 
know  to  come  :  I  tell  you  for  good  vill :  adieu.   [Exit. 

Host.  Hue  and  cry,  villain,  go :  — assist  me,  knight  j 
I  am  undone  :  — fly,  run,  hue  and  cry,  villain  !  I  am 
undone  !  [Exeunt  Host  and  Bardolpk,. 

Eat.  I  would,  all  tlie  world  might  be  cozen'd  j  for 
I  have  been  cozen'd,  and  beaten  too.  If  it  should 
come  to  the  ear  of  tlie  court,  how  I  have  been  trans- 
form'd,  and  how  my  transformation  hath  been  wash'd 
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and  cudgel'd,  they  would  melt  me  out  of  my  fat,  drop 
by  drop,  and  liquor  fishermen's  boots  with  me  3  I  war- 
rant, tliey  would  whip  me  with  tlieir  fine  wits,  till  I 
were  as  crest-fallen  as  a  dried  pear.  I  never  prosper'd 
since  I  foreswore  myself  at  Prhnero  ^^.  Weil,  if  my 
wind  were  but  long  enough  to  say  my  prayers,  I  would 
repent. — 

Enter  Mrs.  Quickly. 

Now  !  whence  come  you  ? 

Quick.    From  the  two  parties,  forsooth. 

Fal.  The  devil  take  one  party,  and  his  dam  the 
other,  and  so  they  shall  be  both  bestow'd !  I  have 
sufl:er'd  more  for  their  sakes,  more,  tlian  the  villainous 
inconstancy  of  man's  disposition  is  able  to  bear. 

Quick.  And  have  not  they  suffer' d?  Yes,  I  waiTantj 
speciously  one  of  tliem  j  mistress  Ford,  good  heart,  is 
beaten  black  and  blue,  that  you  cannot  see  a  white  spot 
about  her. 

FaL  What  tell'st  thou  me  of  black  and  blue  ?  I 
was  beaten  myself  into  all  the  colours  of  the  rainbowj 
and  I  was  like  to  be  apprehended  for  the  witch  of 
Brentford ;  but  that  my  admirable  dexterity  of  wit, 
my  counterfeiting  the  action  of  an  old  woman,  de- 
liver'd  me,  the  knave  constable  had  set  me  i'  tlie  stocks, 
i'  the  common  stocks,  for  a  witch. 

Quick.  Sir,  let  me  speak  with  you  in  your  chamber  : 
you  shall  hear  how  things  go  j  and  I  warrant,  to  your 
content.  Here  is  a  letter  will  say  somewhat.  Good 
hearts,  what  ado  here  is  to  bring  you  together !  Sure, 

VOL.  II.  H 
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one  of  you  does  not  serve  heaven  well  ^^,  that  you  are 
so  cross'd. 

Fal.   Come  up  into  my  chamber.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Another  Room  in  the  Garter  Inn, 
Enter  Fenton  and  Host. 

Host.   IMaster  Fenton^,  talk  not  to  me  5  my  mind  is 
heavy,  I  will  give  over  all. 

Fcnt.  Yet  hear  me  speak :  Assist  me  in  my  pur- 
pose. 
And,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I'll  give  tliee 
A  hundred  pound  in  gold,  more  tlian  your  loss. 

Host.   I  will  hear  you,  master  Fenton  3  and  I  will^ 
at  tlie  least,  keep  your  counsel. 

Fcnt.   From  time  to  time  I  have  acquainted  you 
With  the  dear  love  I  bear  to  fair  Anne  Page; 
Who,  mutually,  hath  answer'd  my  affection 
(So  far  fortli  as  herself  might  be  her  chooser,) 
Even  to  my  wish  ;  I  have  a  letter  from  her 
Of  such  contents  as  you  will  wonder  at  5 
The  mirth  whereof  so  larded  widi  my  matter. 
That  neidier,  singly,  can  be  manifested, 
Without  tlie  show  of  botli ; — wherein  fat  Falstaff. 
Hath  a  great  scene  :  tlie  image  of  the  jest 

[Sho-iiing  the  letter. 
I'll  show  you  here  at  large.  Hark,  good  mine  host : 
To-night  at  Heme's  oak,  just  'twixt  twelve  and  one. 
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Must  my  sweet  Nan  present  the  fairy  queen  j 

The  purpose  why,  is  here ;  in  which  disguise. 

While  other  jests  are  something  rank  on  foot  ^*, 

Her  father  hath  commanded  her  to  sHp 

Away  with  Slender,  and  witli  him  at  Eton 

Immediately  to  maiTy  :   she  hath  consented  :    ■ 

Now,  sir. 

Her  mother,  even  strong  against  that  match. 

And  firm  for  doctor  Caius,  hatli  appointed 

That  he  shall  likewise  shuffle  her  away. 

While  other  sports  are  tasking  of  their  minds. 

And  at  the  deanery,  where  a  priest  attends. 

Straight  marry  her :   to  this  her  mother's  plot 

She,  seemingly  obedient,  likewise  hath 

Made  promise  to  the  doctor  : — Now,  thus  it  rests  : 

Her  father  means  she  shall  be  all  in  white  ; 

And  in  tliat  habit,  when  Slender  sees  his  time 

To  take  her  by  the  hand,  and  bid  her  go. 

She  shall  go  with  him  : — her  motlier  hath  intended. 

The  better  to  denote  her  to  tlie  doctor, 

(fi'or  tliey  must  all  be  mask'd  and  vizarded,) 

That,  quaint  in  green  ^^,  she  shall  be  loose  enrob'd. 

With  ribbands  pendant,  flaring  'bout  her  head  j 

And  when  the  doctor  spies  his  vantage  ripe. 

To  pinch  her  by  the  hand,  and,  on  that  token, 

The  maid  hatli  given  consent  to  go  with  him. 

Host.  Which   means   she   to  deceive  ?    fatlier  or 
mother  ? 

Fenf.  Both,  my  good  host,  to  go  along  with  me  : 
And  here  it  rests, — that  you'll  procure  the  vicar 
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To  stay  for  me  at  church,  'twixt  twelve  and  one^ 
And^  in  the  lawful  name  of  marrying, 
To  give  our  hearts  uniied  ceremony. 

Host.  Well,  husband  your  device  j  I'll  to  tlie  vicar: 
Bring  you  the  maid,  you  shall  not  lack  a  priest. 

Fent.  So  shall  I  evermore  be  bound  to  thee  j 
Besides,,  I'll  make  a  present  recompence.        [Exeunt. 
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ACTV.    SCENE  L 

A  Room  in  the  Garter  Inn. 

Enter  Fal staff  and  Mrs.  Quickly. 

Pal.    Pr'ythee,    no    more    prattling  j — go. I'll 

hold :  This  is  the  tliird  time;  I  hope,  good  luck  lies 
in  odd  numbers.  Away,  go ;  they  say,  there  is  divi- 
nity in  odd  numbers^  eitlier  in  nativity,  chance,  or 
death. — Away. 

QukJi.  I'll  provide  you  a  chain;  and  I'll  do  what  I 
can  to  get  you  a  pair  of  horns. 

Fal.  Away,  I  say  j  time  wears  :  hold  up  yom-  head, 
and  mince.  [Exit  Mrs.  Quickly. 

Enter  ¥oB.T>. 

How  now,  master  Brook  ?  Master  Brook,  the  matter 
will  be  knowTi  to-night,  or  never.  Be  you  in  the 
Park  about  midnight,  at  Heme's  oak,  and  you  shall 
see  wonders. 

Ford.  Went  you  not  to  her  yesterday,  sir,  as  you 
told  me  you  had  appointed  ? 

Fal.  I  went  to  her,  master  Brook,  as  you  see,  like  a 
poor  old  man :  but  I  came  from  her,  master  Brook, 
like  a  poor  old  woman.  That  same  knave.  Ford  her 
husband,  hath  tlie  finest  mad  devil  of  jealousy  in  him, 
master  Brook,  that  ever  govem'd  frenzy.  I  will  tell 
you. — He  beat  me  grievously,  in  the  shape  of  a  woman; 
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for  in  the  shape  of  man,  master  Brook,  I  fear  not  Go- 
liath with  a  weaver's  beam ;  because  I  know  also^  life 
is  a  shuttle.  I  am  in  haste  3  go  along  with  me  j  I'll 
tell  you  all,  master  Brook.  Since  I  plucked  geese, 
played  tniant,  and  whipped  top,  I  knew  not  what  it 
was  to  be  beaten,  till  lately.  Follow  me  :  I'll  tell  you 
strange  things  of  this  knave  Fordj  on  whom  to-night 
I  will  be  revenged,  and  I  will  deliver  his  wife  into 
your  hand. — Follow  :  Strange  things  in  hand,  master 
Brook  !  follow.  [Exeunt . 

SCEKE  II. 

Windsor  Park. 
Enter  Page,  Shallow,  and  Slender. 

Page.  Come,  come;  we'll  couch  i'  die  castle-ditch, 
fill  we  see  the  light  of  our  fairies. — Remember,  son 
Slender,  my  daughter. 

iSlen.  Ay,  forsooth;  I  have  spoke  with  her,  and  we 
have  a  nay>word,  how  to  know  one  another.  I  come 
to  her  in  white,  and  cry,  ?nnm  ;  she  cries,  budget ;  and 
by  that  we  know  one  another. 

Shal.  That's  good  too  :  But  what  nee4s  eitlier  your 
mu7rt,  or  her  budget''^  tlie  white  will  decipher  her  well 
cnouofh. — It  hadi  struck  ten  o'clock. 

Page.  Ihe  night  is  dark  ;  light  and  spirits  will  be- 
come it  weU.  Heaven  prosper  our  sport  !  No  man 
means  evil  but  die  devil,  and  we  shall  know  him  by 
his  horns.     Let's  away  3  follow  me.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  III. 

The  Street  in  Windsor. 

Enter  Mrs.  Page,  Mrs.  Ford,  and  Dr.  Caius. 

Mrs.  Page.  Master  doctor,  my  daughter  is  in  green : 
when  you  see  your  time,  take  her  by  the  hand,  away 
with  her  to  the  deaner}'-,  and  despatch  it  quickly  :■  Go 
before  into  the  park  j  we  two  must  go  togetlier. 

Caius.  I  know  vat  I  have  to  doj  Adieu. 

M}'s.  Page.  Fare  you  well,  sir.  [E.nY  Caius. 

My  husband  will  not  rejoice  so  much  at  the  abuse  of 
FalstafF,  as  he  will  chafe  at  the  doctor's  marrjang  my 
daughter  :  but  'tis  no  matter ;  better  a  little  chiding, 
than  a  great  deal  of  heart-break. 

3Irs.  Ford.  Where  is  Nan  now,  and  her  ti'oop  of 
fairies  ?  and  the  Welch  devil,  Hugh  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  They  are  all  couched  in  a  pit  hard  by 
Heme's  oak,  with  obscured  lights ;  which,  at  the  very 
instant  of  FalstafF' s  and  our  meeting,  they  will  at  once 
display  to  the  night. 

Mrs.  Ford.  That  cannot  choose  but  amaze  him. 

Mrs.  Page.  If  he  be  not  amazed,  he  will  be  mock' dj 
if  he  be  amazed,  he  will  every  way  be  mock'd. 

Mrs.  Ford.  We'll  betray  him  finely. 

Mrs.  Page.  Against  such  lewdsters,  and  their  lechery. 
Those  that  betray  them  do  no  treachery. 

Mrs.  Ford,  The  hour  draws  on  j  To  tlie  oak,  to  tlie 
oak !  [Exeunt. 
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SCEXE  IV. 

Windsor  Park. 
Enter  Sir  Hugh  Evans^  and  Fairies. 

Eva,  Trib^  trib,  fairies  j  come  3  and  remember  your 
parts  :  be  pold,  I  pray  you  j  follow  me  into  tlie  pit ; 
and  when  I  give  the  watch-'ords^  do  as  I  pid  you  5 
Come,  come  j  trib^  trib.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Another  Port  of  the  Park. 

Enter  Falstaff  disguised,  ivith  a  buck's  head  on. 

Tal.  The  Windsor  bell  hath  struck  twelve  -,  tlie 
minute  draws  on :  Now,  the  hot-blooded  gods  assist 
me ! — Remember,  Jove,  thou  wast  a  bull  for  diy 
Europaj  love  set  on  thy  horns. — O  powerful  love! 
that,  in  some  respects,  makes  a  beast  a  man  j  in  some 
other,  a  man  a  beast. — You  were  also,  Jupiter,  a  swan, 
for  the  love  of  Leda  3 — O,  omnipotent  love  !  how  near 
the  god  drew  to  the  complexion  of  a  goose  ! — A  fault 
done  first  in  the  form  of  a  beast  3 — O  Jove,  a  beastly 
fault !  and  tlien  another  fault  in  the  semblance  of  a 
fowl ;  tliink  on't,  Jove ;  a  foul  fault. — When  gods 
have  hot  backs,  what  shall  poor  men  do  ?  For  me, 
I  am  here  a  Windsor  stag  ;  and  tlie  fattest,  I  tliink, 
i'  the  forest :   Send  me  a  cool  rut-time,  Jove,  or  who 
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can  blame  me  to  piss  my  tallow  ?  Who  comes  here  ? 
my  doe  ? 

Enter  Mrs.  Ford  and  Mrs.  Page. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Sir  John?  art  thou  there,  my  deer?  my 
male  deer  ? 

Fal.  My  doe  with  the  black  scut  ? — Let  the  sky 
rain  potatoes ;  let  it  thunder  to  the  tune  of  Green 
Sleeves  ;  hail  kissing-comlits,  and  snow  eringoes  ;  let 
there  come  a  tempest  of  provocation,  I  will  shelter  me 
here.  [Ejnbracing  her. 

Mrs.  Ford,  Mistress  Page  is  come  with  me,  sweet- 
heart, 

Fal.  Divide  me  like  a  bribe-buck  ^%  each  a  haunch  : 
I  will  keep  my  sides  to  myself,  my  shoulders  for  the 
fellow  of  tliis  walk^^*,  and  my  horns  I  bequeatii  your 
husbands.  Am  I  a  woodman  ?  ha  !  Speak  I  like  Heme 
the  hunter  ? — Why,  now  is  Cupid  a  child  of  con- 
science ;  he  makes  restitution.  As  I  am  a  true  spirit, 
welcome !  [Noise  icif/iin. 

Mrs.  Page.  Alas  !  what  noise  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Heaven  forgive  our  sins  ! 

Fal,  What  should  this  be  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  7      .  r^r;  ^ 

Mn.Fage]   ^way,  away.  [They  run  off. 

Fal.  I  think,  the  devil  will  not  have  me  damn'd, 
lest  the  oil  that  is  in  me  should  set  hell  on  fire  ^  he. 
would  never  else  cross  me  thus. 


h 
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Enter  SirYiuGii  Evans,  like  a  satyr ;  Mrs.  Quick- 
ly,, and  Pistol  3  Anne  Page,  as  the  fairy  queen, 
attended  by  her  brother  and  others^  dressed  like  fairies, 
itith  waxen  tapers  on  their  heads. 

Quick.   Fairies,  black,  grey,  green,  and  white. 
You  moon- shine  revellers,  and  shades  of  night. 
You  orphan-heirs  ^^-  of  fixed  destiny. 

Attend  your  office,  and  your  quality. 

Crier  Hobgoblin,  make  tlie  fairy  o-yes. 

Fist.  Elves,  list  your  names  3  silence,  you  airy  toys. 
Cricket,  to  Windsor  chimneys  shalt  thou  leap  : 
Where  fires  thou  find'st  unrak'd,   and  hearths  un- 

swept. 
There  pinch  the  maids  as  blue  as  bilberry  : 
Our  radiant  queen  hates  sluts,  and  slutter)\ 

Fal.   They  are  fairies  3   he,  that  speaks  to  them, 
shall  die : 
I'll  wink  and  couch  :  No  man  their  works  must  eye. 

[Lies  down  upon  his  face. 

Eva.    Where's  Bede? — Go  you,  and  where  you 
find  a  maid. 
That,  ere  she  sleep,  has  thrice  her  prayers  said. 
Raise  up  the  organs  of  her  fantasy. 
Sleep  she  as  sound  as  careless  infancy  3 
But  those  as  sleep,  and  tliink  not  on  their  sins. 
Pinch  them,  arms,  legs,  backs,  shoulders,  sides,  and 
shins. 

Quick.   About,  about  3 
-Search  Windsor  castle,  elves,  within  and  out : 
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Strew  good  luck,  ouphes,  on  every  sacred  room  j 
That  it  may  stand  till  the  perpetual  doom. 
In  state  as  wholesome,  as  in  state  'tis  fit  j 
Worthy  the  owner,  and  the  owner  it. 
The  several  chairs  of  order  look  you  scour 
With  juice  of  balm,  and  every  precious  flower  : 
Each  fair  instalment,  coat,  and  several  crest. 
With  loyal  blazon,  evermore  be  blest ! 
And  nightly,  meadow-fairies,  look,  you  sing. 
Like  to  the  Garter's  compass,  in  a  ring : 
The  expressure  that  it  bears,  green  let  it  be. 
More  fertile-fresh  than  all  tlie  field  to  see  3 
And,  Honi/  Soit  Qui  Mai  y  Pense,  write. 
In  emerald  tufts,  flowers  purple,  blue,  and  white  j 
Like  saphire,  pearl,  and  rich  embroidery. 
Buckled  below  fair  knight-hood's  bending  knee 
Fairies  use  flowers  for  their  charactery  '°^. 
Away ;  disperse  :  But,  till  'tis  one  o'  clock. 
Our  dance  of  custom,  round  about  the  oak 
Of  Heme  the  hunter,  let  us  not  forget. 

Eva.   Pray  you,  lock  hand  in  hand  3  yourselves  in 

order  set : 
And  twenty  glow-worms  shall  our  lanterns  be. 
To  guide  our  measure  round  about  the  tree. 
But,  stay  3  I  smell  a  man  of  middle  earth. 

Fal.   Heavens  defend  me  from  that  Welch  fairy  ! 
lest  he  transform  me  to  a  piece  of  cheese  ! 

Piit.  Vile  worm,  thou  wast  o'er-look'd  even   in 

thy  birth. 


:e3 

1 


lOS  MERRY  WIVES 

Quid:   With  trkl-fire  touch  me  his  finger-end : 
If  he  be  chaste,  the  flame  will  back  descend^ 
A.nd  turn  him  to  no  pain  j  but  if  he  start. 
It  is  tlie  fiesh  of  a  corrupted  heart. 

Pist.   A  trial,  come. 

Eva.   Come,  will  this  wood  take  fire  ? 

ITkei/  burn  him  -with  their  tapers. 

Fal.  Oh,  oh,  oh  ! 

Quid:.   CoiTupt,  corrupt,  and  tainted  in  desire  ! 
About  him,  fairies ;  sing  a  scornful^  rhime  : 
And,  as  you  trip,  still  pinch  him  to  your  time. 

Eva.  It  is  right  5  indeed  he  is  full  of  lecheries  and 
iniquity. 

SONG. 

Fie  on  sinful  fantasy  ! 

Fie  on  luit  and  luxury  ! 

Lust  is  but  a  bloody  ^^'^fre, 

Kindled  with  unchaste  desire. 
Fed  in  heart ;  whose  flames  aspire, 
As  thoughts  do  blow  them,  higher  and  higher. 
Pinch  him,  fairies,  mutually; 
Pinch  him  for  his  xillainy  ; 
Pinch  him,  and  burn  him,  and  turn  him  about, 
'Till  candles,  and  star-light,  and  moon-shine  be  out. 

During  this  song,  the  fairies  pinch  Falstaff.     Doctor 
Cains   comes  one  way,  and  steals  away  a  fairy   in 
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^ncn  ;  Slender  another  tvay,  and  takes  off  a  fairy  in 
white  ;  and  Fenton  comes,  and  steals  aiLoy  Mrs.  Anne 
Page.  A  noise  of  hunting  is  made  within.  All  the 
fairies  run  axjcay.  Falsi aff  pulls  off  his  buck's  head, 
and  rises. 

Enter  Page,  Fokd,   Mrs.  Page,  and  Mrs.  Ford. 
They  lay  hold  on  him. 

Page.   Nay,  do  not  fly :   I  think,  we  have  watch' d 
you  now ; 
Will  none  but  Heme  the  hunter  serve  your  turn  ? 

Mrs,  Page.   I  pray  you,  come  -,  hold  up  the  jest  no 
higher:  — 
Now,  good  sir  John,  how  like  you  Windsor  wives  ? 
See  you  these,  husband  ?  do  not  these  fair  yokes 
Become  the  forest  better  than  the  town  ? 

Ford.  Now,  sir,  who's  a  cuckold  now  ? — Master 
Brook,  FalstafF's  a  knave,  a  cuckoldly  knave ;  here  are 
his  horns.  Master  Brook  :  And,  master  Brook,  he  hath 
enjoyed  nothing  of  Ford's  but  his  buck-basket,  his 
cudgel,  and  twenty  pounds  of  money ;  which  must  be 
paid  to  master  Brook  3  his  horses  are  arrested  for  it, 
master  Brook. 

Mrs,  Ford,  Sir  John,  we  have  had  ill  luck ;  we 
could  never  meet.  I  will  never  take  you  for  my  love 
again,  but  I  will  always  count  you  my  deer. 

Fal.  I  do  begin  to  perceive,  that  I  am  made  an  ass. 

Ford.  Ay,  and  an  ox  too  3  both  the  proofs  are 
extant. 

Fal,   And  these  are  not  fairies  ?  I  was  three  or  four 
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times  In  the  thought,  tliey  were  not  fairies  :  and  yet 
the  guiltiness  of  my  mind,  the  sudden  surprize  of  my 
powers,  drove  tlie  grossness  of  the  foppery  into  a  re- 
ceiv'd  belief,  in  despite  of  the  teeth  of  all  rhime  and 
reason,  that  they  were  fairies.  See  now,  how  wit 
may  be  made  a  Jack-a-lent '°%  v>hen  'tis  upon  ill  em- 
ployment ! 

Eva.  Sir  John  FalstafF,  serve  Got,  and  leave  your 
desires,  and  fairies  will  not  pinse  you. 

Ford.   Well  said,  fairy  Hugh. 

Era.  And  leave  you  your  jealousies  too,  I  pray 
you. 

Ford.  I  will  never  mistrust  my  wife  again^  till 
thou  art  able  to  woo  her  in  good  English. 

Fal.  Have  I  lay'd  my  brain  in  the  sun,  and  dried 
it,  that  it  wants  matter  to  prevent  so  gross  o'er- 
reaching  as  this  ?  Am  I  ridden  with  a  Welch  goat 
too  ?  Shall  I  have  a  coxcomb  of  frize  ?  'tis  time  I 
were  choked  with  a  piece  of  toasted  cheese. 

Eta.  Seese  is  not  good  to  give  putter  5  your  pelly 
is  all  putter. 

Fal.  Seese  and  putter  !  Have  I  lived  to  stand  at  the 
taunt  of  one  that  makes  fritters  of  Endish  ?  This  is 
enough  to  be  the  decay  of  lust  and  late- walking, 
through  the  realm. 

Mrs.  Page.  Why,  sir  John,  do  you  think,  though 
we  would  have  dimst  virtue  out  of  our  hearts  by  the 
head  and  shoulders,  and  have  given  ourselves  witliout 
scruple  to  hell,  that  ever  tlie  devil  could  have  mad6 
you  our  delight  ? 
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Ford.   What,  a  hodge-pudding  ?  a  bag  of  flax  ? 

Mrs.  Page.   A  pufF'd  man  ? 

Page.  Old,  cold,  withered,  and  of  intolerable 
entrails  ? 

Ford.  And  one  that  is  as  slanderous  as  Satan  ? 

Page.   And  as  poor  as  Job  ? 

Ford.   And  as  wicked  as  his  wife  ? 

Eva.  And  given  to  fornications,  and  to  taverns, 
and  sack,  and  wine,  and  metlieglins,  and  to  drinkings, 
and  swearings,  and  starings,  pribbles  and  prabbles  ? 

Fal.  Well,  I  am  your  theme ;  you  have  tlie  start 
of  me ;  I  am  dejected ;  I  am  not  able  to  answer  the 
Welch  flannel ;  ignorance  itself  is  a  plummet  o'er 
me  :   use  me  as  you  will. 

Ford.  Marry,  sir,  we'll  bring  you  to  Windsor,  to 
one  master  Brook,  tliat  you  have  cozened  of  money, 
to  whom  you  should  have  been  a  pander  :  over  and 
above  that  you  have  sutfered,  I  tliink,  to  repay  tliat 
money  will  be  a  biting  affliction. 

Mrs.  Ford.    Nay,  husband,  let  tliat  go  to  make 
amends : 
Forgive  that  sum,  and  so  we'll  all  be  friends. 

Ford.   Well,  here's  my  hand ;  all's  forgiven  at  last. 

Page.  Yet  be  chee- fal,  knight :  thou  shalt  eat  a 
posset  to-night  at  my  house  -,  where  I  will  desire  thee 
to  laugh  at  my  wife  ^^,  that  now  laughs  at  thee  :  Tell 
her,  master  Slender  hatli  married  her  daughter. 

Msr.  Page.  Doctors  doubt  that :  If  Anne  Page  be 
my  daughter,  she  is,  by  tliis,  doctor  Caius'  wife. 

\^  A  side. 
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Enter  Slender.  ^ 

Slen.  Whoo^  ho  !  ho  !  father  Page  ! 

Page.  Son  !  how  now  ?  how  now^  son  ?  have  you 
despatch'd  ? 

iSlen.  Despatch'd! — I'll  make  tlie  best  in  Gloces- 
tersliire  know  on't ;  would  I  were  hanged,  la^  else. 

Page,   Of  what,  son  ? 

Skn.  I  came  yonder  at  Eton  to  marry  mistress 
Anne  Page,  and  she's  a  gi"eat  lubberly  boy  :  If  it  had 
not  been  i'  tlie  church,  I  would  have  swinged  him,  or 
he  should  have  swinged  me.  If  I  did  not  tliink  it  had 
been  Anne  Page,  would  I  might  never  stir,  and  'tis  a 
post-master's  boy. 

Page.  Upon  my  life  then  you  took  the  wrong. 

Skn.  What  need  you  tell  me  that  ?  I  think  so, 
when  I  took  a  boy  for  a  girl :  If  I  had  been  married 
to  him,  for  all  he  was  in  woman's  apparel,  I  would 
not  have  had  him. 

Page.  Why,  this  is  your  own  folly.  Did  not  I 
tell  you,  how  you  should  know  my  daughter  by  her 
garments  ? 

Slen.  I  went  to  her  in  white,  and  cry'd,  wzz/w,  and 
she  cry'd  budget,  as  Anne  and  I  had  appointed  j  and 
yet  it  was  not  Anne,  but  a  post-master's  boy. 

Eva.  Jeshu !  Master  Slender,  cannot  you  see  but 
marry  boys  ? 

Page.  O,  I  am  vex'd  at  heart :  What  shall  I  do  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Good  George,  be  not  angry  :  I  knew 
of  your  puqoose  3   turned  my  daughter  into  green ; 
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and,  indeed,  she  is  now  with  the  doctor  at  the  deanery, 
and  there  married. 

Enter  Caivs. 

Cains.  Vere  is  mistress  Page  ?  By  gar,  I  am  cozen- 
ed j  I  ha'  married  un  gar^on,  a  boy  3  tin  paisan,  by  gar, 
a  boy  J  it  is  not  Anne  Page  :  by  gar,  I  am  cozened. 

Mrs.  Page.   Why,  did  you  take  her  in  green  ? 

Cuius.  Ay,  be  gar,  and  'tis  a  boy  :  be  gar,  I'll  raise 
all  Windsor.  [  Exit  C a  i  u  s . 

Ford.  This  is  strange :  Who  hadi  got  the  right 
Anne  ? 

Page.  My  heart  misgives  me  :  Here  comes  master 
Fenton. 

£7z^er  Fenton  and  An-ne  Page. 

How  now,  master  Fenton  ? 

Anne.   Pardon,   good    father !     good  my   motlier, 
pardon ! 

Page.  Now,  mistress  ?  how  chance  you  went  not 
with  master  Slender  ? 

Mrs.  Page.   Why  went  you  not  with  master  doc- 
tor, maid  ? 

Pent.   You  do  amaze  her  ;  Hear  the  truth  of  it. 
You  would  have  married  her  most  shamefully. 
Where  there  was  no  proportion  held  in  love. 
The  truth  is.  She  and  I,  long  since  contracted. 
Are  now  so  sure,  that  nothing  can  dissolve  us. 
The  offence  is  holy,  that  she  hath  committed  : 
And  this  deceit  loses  the  name  of  craft, 

VOL.  II,  I 
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Of  disobedience,  or  unduteous  title  -, 

Since  therein  she  doth  evitate  and  shun 

A  thousand  irreligious  cursed  hours. 

Which  forced  marriage  would  have  brought  upon  her. 

Ford.  Stand  not  amaz'd  :  here  is  no  remedy  : — 
In  love,  the  heavens  themselves  do  guide  the  state  -, 
Money  buys  lands,  and  wives  are  sold  by  fate. 

Fal.   I  am  glad,  though  you  have  ta'en  a  special 
stand  to  strike  at  me,  that  your  arrow  hath  glanced. 

Page.  Well,  what  remedy  ?  Fenton,  heaven  give 
thee  joy  ! 
What  cannot  be  eschew'd,  must  be  embrac'd. 

Jfl/.  When  night-dogs  run,  all  sorts  of  deer  are 
chas'd. 

Eva.  I  will  dance  and  eat  plums  at  your  wedding. 

Mrs.  Page.   AVell,  I  will  muse  no  further : — Ma- 
ster Fenton, 
Heaven  give  you  many,  many  merry  days  !  — 
Good  husband,  let  us  every  one  go  home. 
And  laugh  tliis  sport  o'er  by  a  countr}'  fire  ; 
Sir  John  and  all.  . 

Ford.  Let  it  be  so : — Sir  John, 

To  master  Brook  you  yet  shall  hold  your  word  j 
For  he,  to-night,  shall  lie  with  Mrs.  Ford. 

[Eieiinf. 
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^  Sir  Hugh^  It  was  the  custom  in  ancient  times  to 
give  the  title  of  Sir  to  certain  orders  of  the  clergy  as 
well  as  to  knights.  Indeed  it  seems  the  opinion  both 
of  Chief  Justice  Popham  and  my  Lord  Coke  that  these 
ecclesiastical  Sirs  were  bonajide  knights,  but  that  idea 
is  at  present  little  credited. 

^  — a  Star-chamber  mutter  of  it :]  Ben  Jonson  inti- 
mates, that  the  Star-chamber  had  a  right  to  take  cog- 
nizance of  such  matters.  See  The  Magnetick  Lady^ 
Act  3.    Sc.  4. 

"  There  is  a  court  above,  of  the  Star-cltamber, 
*'  To  punish  routs  and  riots.''  steevens. 

'  Cust-alomm,]  This  is,  I  suppose,  intended  for  a 
corruption  of  Cusfos  Rotulorum.  The  mistake  was 
hardly  designed  by  the  author,  who,  tliough  he  gives 
Shallow  folly  enough,  makes  him  rather  pedantic 
than  illiterate.     If  we  read} 

*'  Shnl.  Ay,  cousin  Slender,  and  Cusfos  Rotulorum:'' 
It  follows  naturally  j 

"  Slen.  Ay,  and  Ratalorum  too.'*        j  gun  son. 
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*  T/ie  luce  is  the  fresh  fish ;  tlie  salt  fish  is  an  old 
coat.]  I  see  no  consequence  in  tliis  answer.  Perhaps 
we  may  read,  the  salt  fish  is  not  an  old  coat.  That  is, 
ihe  fresh  fish  is  the  coat  of  an  ancient  family,  and  tlie 
saltjish  is  the  coat  of  a  merchant  grown  rich  by  trad- 
ing over  tlie  sea.  johnsox. 

The  luce  is  a  pike  or  jack .  s  t  e  e  v  e  x  s . 

*  — your  vizaments  in  that.]  i.  e.  consider  that  well. 
Vizament  is  put  for  advisement ,  a  \\^ord  also  now  no 
longer  in  use. 

^  — he  was  out-run  on  Cotsale.]  Cotswold,  a  village 
in  Worcestershire,  or  Warwickshire,  was  famous  for 
rural  exercises,  and  sports  of  all  sorts.      warton. 

^  Good  worts  !  good  cabbage.]  Worts  and  cabbages 
were  formerly  synonimous  terms. 

^  coney-catching]  A  coney-catcher  was,  in  the 
time  of  Elizabeth,  a  common  name  for  a  cheat  or 
sharper.  Green,  one  of  the  first  among  us  who  made  a 
ti'ade  of  writing  pamphlets,  published  A  Detection  of 
the  Frauds  and  Tricks  of  Coney -catchers  and  Couzeners, 

JOHNSON. 

5  You  Banbury  cheese  .']  This  is  said  in  allusion  to 
the  thin  carcase  of  Slender.  The  same  thought 
occurs  in  Jack  Drums  Entertainment ,  160I. — "  You 
are  like  a  Banbury  cheese  — nothing  but  paring."  So 
Heywood,  in  his  collection  of  epigrams  : 

"  I  never  saw  Banbury  cheese  thick  enough, 

"  But  I  have  oft  seen  Essex  cheese  quick  enough," 

STEEVENS. 

'^  Mephostophilus  ?]     This    is    tlie    name    of    a 
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^spirit  or   familiar  in  the  old  stor)'-book  of  Sir  John 
Faustus,  or  John  Faust.  warton. 

''  Edward  shovel- boardS;,]  By  this  term_,  I  believe, 
are  meant  brass  castors,  such  as  are  shoveled  on  a 
board,  with  king  Edward's  face  stamped  upon  them. 

JOHNSON. 

One  of  diese  pieces  of  metal  is  mentioned  in 
Middleton's  comedy  of  The  Roaring  Girl,  l6ll. — 
*"*  away  slid  I  my  man,  like  a  sho-cel-hoard shilling,''  &c. 

STEEVENS. 

^"  — this  latten  bilbo  :]  Latten  may  signify  as  thin 
as  a  lath.  The  word  in  some  counties  is  still  pro- 
nounced as  if  there  was  no  //  in  it  -,  and  Ray,  in  his 
Diet,  of  North  Country  Words,  affirms  it  to  be  spelt 
lat  in  the  north  of  England. 

FalstafF  threatens,  in  another  play,  to  drive  prince 
Henry  out  of  his  kingdom,  with  a  dagger  of  lath,  A 
latten  bilbo  means  therefore,  I  believe,  no  more  than 
a  blade  as  thin  as  a  lath — a  vice's  dossier. 

STEEVENS. 

'^  Word  of  denial  in  thy  labras  here  3]  I  suppose  it 
should  rather  be  read,  ' 

Word  of  denial  in  wj/  labras  hear  ; 
that  is,  hear  the  word  of  denial  in  my  lips.  Thou  Ifst. 

JOHNSON. 

We  often  talk  of  giving  the  lie  in  a  man's  teeth, 
or  in  his  throat.  Pistol  chooses  to  throw  the  word  of 
denial  in  tlie  lips  of  his  adversary.  ste  evens. 

**  — marry  ti"ap,]  When  a  man  was  caught  in  his 


118  ANNOTATIONS. 

own  stratagem,  I  suppose  tlie  exclamation  of  insult 
was  77ianv,  trap !  j o h n s o n . 

'^  run  the  nuthook's  humour — ]  Read,  pass  the  nut- 
hook's  humour.  Nuthook  was  a  term  of  reproach  in 
the  vulgar  way,  and  in  cant  strain.  In  The  Second 
Part  of  Uenrij  JV.  Dol  Tearsheet  says  to  tlie  beadle, 
*'*'  Nuthook,  Nvthook,  you  lie."  Probably  it  was  a 
name  given  to  a  bailiff  or  catchpole,  very  odious  to 
the  common  people .  ii  a  n  m  e  r  . 

'^  Scarlet  and  John  ?]  The  names  of  two  of  Robin 
Hood's  companions ;  but  the  humour  consists  in  the 
allusion  to  Bardolph's  red  face  ;  concerning  which  see 
The  Second  Fart  of  Henrii  IV.  w  a  r bu rto n . 

^^  And  being  fap,]  Fap  I  believe  means  drunk  :  the 
word  is  not  to  be  found,  however,  in  any  old  comedies. 

^^  — passed  the  careires.]  I  believe  this  strange  word 
Is  notliing  but  the  French  cariere  ;  and  the  expression 
means,  that  the  common  bounds  of  good  behaviour  were 
overpassed.  j  o  ii  n  s  o  n  . 

To  pass  the  cariere  was  a  military  phrase.  I  find 
it  in  one  of  Sir  John  Smythe's  Discourses,  1589, 
where,  speaking  of  horses  wounded,  he  says — '*"  they 
after  the  first  shrink  at  the  entering  of  the  bullet  doo 
pass  their  carriere,  as  tliough  they  had  verie  little  hurt." 

STEEVENS. 

^^ — three  veneys — ]  i.e.  three  venues,  French': 
three  different  set-tos,  attacks}  a  technical  term.  So 
in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Philastcr  :  —  *'  thou 
wouldst  be  loth  to  play  half  a  dozen  venies  at  Wasters 
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with  a  good  fellow  for  a  broken  head."     So  also  in 
our  autlior's  Lutes  Labour* s  Lost : 

— "  a  quick  venew  of  wit."  steeve'JCS. 

^°  Sackersoni  Seckerson  is  likewise  the  name  of  a 
bear  in  the  old  comedy  of  Sir  Giles  Goosccap, 

STEEVENS. 

-^  — it  pass'd  :]  It  passd,  or  this  passes,  was  a  way 
of  speaking  customary  heretofore,  to  signify  the  ex- 
cess, or  extraordinary  degree,  of  a  thing.  The 
sentence  completed  would  be.  This  passes  all  ex- 
pression, or  perhaps.  This  passes  all  things.  We  still 
use  passing  well,  passing  strange .        w  a  r  b  u  R  t  o  n  . 

^"^  Kaisar]  Reiser  is  emperor  in  High  German  -,  so 
'MerA:fl/^rvonDeutchland — tlieewperor  of  Germany." 

*^  Pheezar.]  Mine  host  creates  a  term  here  in  the 
style  of  his  accustomed  pomposity  j  tlie  primitive 
word  is  to  pheeze. 

-*  Let  me  see  thee  froth,  and  lime  :]  Frothing  beer 
and  liming  sack  were  tricks  practised  in  the  time  of 
Shakspeare.  The  first  was  done  by  putting  soap  into 
the  bottom  of  the  tankard  when  they  drew  the  beer ; 
the  other,  by  mixing  lime  with  tlie  sack  (i.  e.  sherry) 
to  make  it  sparkle  in  tlie  glass.  Falstaff  himself  com- 
plains of  litned  sack.  steevens. 

^^  0  base  Gongarian  weight  /]  This  is  a  parody  on 
a  line  taken  from  one  of  the  old  bombast  plays,  be- 
ginning, 

"  O  base  Gongarian,  wilt  thou  the  distaff  wield?" 
I  had  marked  the  passage  down,  but  forgot  to  note 
the  play.  steevens. 

^  a  fico  for  the  phrase  /]   i.  e.  -afg  for  the  phrase. 
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^■^  eyliads  :  ]  This  word  is  differently  spelt  in  all 
the  copies.  I  suppose  we  should  write  oeillades, 
French.  steevens. 

.  ^^  she  is  a  region  in  Guiana y  all  gold  and  bounty.'] 
The  mention  of  Guiana,  then  so  lately  discovered  to 
the  English,  was  a  very  happy  compliment  to  Sir 
Walter  Raleigh,  who  did  not  begin  his  expedition"  for 
Soutli  America  till  1505,  and  returned  from  it  in  \5Q6, 
with  an  advantageous  account  of  the  great  wealth  of 
Guiana.     Such  an  address  of  the.  poet  was  likely,  I 
imagine,  to  have  a  proper  impression  on  tlie  people, 
when  the  intelligence. of  such  a  golden  country  was 
fresh  in  their  minds,  and  gave  them  expectations  of 
immense  gain.  theobald. 

^9  I  will  be  cheater  to  them  both,  and  they  shall  be 
exchequers  to  me ;]  The  same  joke  is  intended  here^ 
as  in  the  Second  Part  of  Henry  the  Fourtli,  act  ii. 

'•"I  will  bar  no  honest  man  myhouse^nornoC/z^firi^er." 
By  which  is  meant  Escheatour,  an  officer  in  the  Ex- 
ehequer,  in  no  good  repute  with  the  common  people. 

WARBUIITON. 

30  — .JQj'  gourd,  and  fullam  holds. 
And  high  atid  low  beguile  the  rich  and  poor :]  Fullam 
is  a  cant  term  for  false  dice,  high  and  low,  Torriano, 
in  his  Italian  Dictionary,  interprets  pise  by  false  dice, 
high  and  low  men,  high  fuUams  and  low  fullams. 
Gourd,  or  rather  gord,  was  another  instiaiment  of 
gaming,  as  appears  from  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's 
Scornful  Lady: — And  thy  dry  bones  can  reach  at  nothing 
now,  but  gords  or  nine-pins.  war  burton. 

5>  — t/i€  rerolt  o/mien — ]  The  revolt  oimine  is  tlie 
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old  reading.  Nym,  who  is  about  to  quit  his  master, 
may  be  made  to  observe,  witli  propriety,  tliat  the 
desertion  of  servants  is  dangerous  to  the  interest  of 
their  masters.  Revolt  of  mien,  was  there  any  au- 
thority for  such  a  reading,  would  signify  change  of 
countenance,  one  of  the  effects  he  has  just  been 
ascribing  to  jealousy.  steevens. 

32  — jiQ  breed-bate  :  ]  Breed-hafe  means  a  stirrer  of 
strife,  or  a  tale-bearer,  from  hate,  contention. 

^^  a  Cain-colour  d  beard.]  Cane-colour' d  in  the  latter 
editions.  I  have  restored  Cain  from  the  old  copies. 
Cain  and  Judas,  in  the  tapestries  and  pictures  of  old^ 
were  represented  with  yellow  beards,    theobald. 

In  an  age  when  but  a  small  part  of  the  nation  could 
read,  ideas  were  frequently  borrowed  from  repre- 
sentations in  painting  or  tapestry.  steevens. 

^*  IFe  shall  all  be  shent:]   Shent  is  chid  or  scolded. 

3*  — de  Jack  priest  3]  Caius  had  called  Sir  Hugh 
before  jack' nape  priest  in  derision,  and  now  it  is 
Jack-priest. 

^^ 'these  knights  will  hackj]  To  hack  is  an  ex- 
pression used  below,  in  the  ridiculous  scene  between 
Quickly,  Evans,  and  the  Boy  [p.  80],  and  signifies  to 
do  mischief.  The  sense  of  this  passage  may  therefore 
be,  these  knights  are  a  riotous,  dissolute  sort  of  people, 
and  on  that  account  thou  shouldst  not  wish  to  be  of 
the  number.  s  t  e  e  v  e  n  s . 

37  We  burn  day-light:]  i.e.  we  have  proof  enough 
and  yet  we  wish  for  more;  let  us  employ  our  time 
ratlier  in  contriving  a  due  punishment  for  the  offender. 
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*^  — Green-sIecves.]  A  lewd  song'  of  that  time. 
Mrs.  Ford  means  that  FalstafF's  apparent  decency  of 
expression,  and  tliis  impudent  attack  on  her  virtue, 
accorded  no  more  together,  than  a  sacred  hymn  would 
with  the  tune  of  an  obscene  ballad. 
.  ^^  O,  tliat  7W3/  husband  sazv  this  letter  !]  0  that,  must 
be  understood  to  mean  0  if  or  0  should  my  husband 
see  tliis  letter  ! 

*°  there's  the  humour  of  it."]  The  following  extracts 
from  an  old  epigram,  of  about  Shakspeare's  time,  will 
best  account  for  Nym's  frequent  repetition  of  the 
word  humour, 

Aske  Humors  what  a  feather  he  doth  weare. 

It  is  his  humour  (by  the  Lord)  he'll  sweare. — 

Object  why  bootes  and  spurres  are  still  in  season  ? 

His  humour  answers  :   humour  is  his  reason. 

If  you  perceive  his  wits  in  wetting  slminke. 

It  commeth  of  a  humour  to  be  drunke. 

When  you  behold  his  lookes  pale,  tliin,  and  poore, 

Th'  occasion  is,  his  humour  and  a  whoore. 

And  every  thing  that  he  dotli  undertake. 

It  is  a  veine,  for  senceless  humour  s  sake. 

STEEVEVS. 

■**  Catalan,]  China  was  anciently  called  Cataia  or 
Cathai/,  by  the  first  adventurers  that  travelled  thitlier; 
some  of  whom  told  such  incredible  wonders  of  tliis 
new  discovered  empire,  tliat  a  notorious  liar  was 
usually  called  a  Cniaian.  w  a  r b u  11  t o  n  . 

The  Chinese  (anciently  called  Cataians)  are  said 
to  be  the  most  dextrous  of  all  the  nimble-fingered 
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tribe  ^  and  for  this  reason  Steevens  thinks  the  name 
is  applied  to  Pistol. 

*^  /  would  have  nothing  lie  on  my  h€ad:'\  As  John- 
son says  elsewhere,  hardly  any  thing  pleases  Shak- 
speare  so  much  as  a  hint  at  the  cuckold's  horns. 

'*•'  with  my  long  sword,]  Not  long  before  the  intro- 
duction of  rapiers,  tlie  swords  in  use  Avere  of  an 
enormous  length,  and  sometimes  raised  with  both 
hands.  Shallow,  witli  an  old  man's  vanity,  censures 
the  innovation  by  which  lighter  weapons  were  intro- 
duced, tells  what  he  could  once  have  done  with  his 
long  sword,  and  ridicules  the  terms  and  rules  of  tlie 
rapier.  Johnson. 

**  /  will  retort  the  sum  in  equipage.~\  This  is  added 
from  the  old  quarto  of  1619,  and  means,  I  will  pay 
you  again  in  stolen  goods.  war  burton. 

**  — coach-fellow,]  Thus  the  old  copies.  Coach- 
fellow  has  an  obvious  meaning,  but  the  modern 
editors  read  couch-fellow.  The  following  passage  from 
Ben  Jonson's  Cynthia's  Rett  Is,  may  justify  the  reading 
I  have  chosen. — ''  'Tis  the  swaggering  coach-horse 
Anaides,  that  draws  with  him  tliere."  Steevens. 

■*^  — the  handle  of  her  fan,]  It  should  be  remem- 
bered that  fans,  in  our  author's  time,  were  more 
costly  tlian  they  are  at  present,  as  well  as  of  a  dijFer- 
ent  construction.  They  consisted  of  ostiich  feathers, 
or  otliers  of  equal  length  and  flexibility,  which  were 
stuck  into  handles,  the  richer  sort  of  which  were 
composed  of  gold,  silver,  or  ivory  of  curious  work- 
manship.    One  of  these  is  mentioned  in  The  Fleire, 
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Com.  1610. "  She  hath  a  fan  with  ^  short  silver 

handle,  about  the  length  of  a  barber's  syringe." 

STEEVENS. 

*'^  A  short  knife  and  a  throng ;]  Part  of  the  em- 
ployment given  by  Drayton,  in  The  Mooncalf,  to  the 
Baboon,  seems  tlie  same  with  this  recommended  by 
FalstafF: 

'^  He  like  a  gypsy  oftentimes  would  go, 
'^  All  kinds  of  gibberish  he  had  learn'd  to  know  -, 
-    ''  And  with  a  stick,  a  shori  string,  and  a  noose, 
.    "  Would  shew  the  people  tricks  at  fast  and  loose." 

LANGTOIS^. 

Greene,  in  his  Life  of  Ned  Browne,  15^2,  says, 
"■  I  had  no  otlier  fence  but  my  short  knife,  and  a  paire 
of  purse-strings . "  s  t  e  e  v  e  n  s . 

'^'^  Pickt-hatch,]  A  noted  place  for  thieves  and  pick- 

pocketsr*  THEOBALD. 

'*^  your  red-lattice  phrases,]  Your  ale-house  con- 
versation. JOHNSON. 

Red  lattice  at  the  doors  and  windows,  were  formerly 
the  external  denotements  of  an  ale-house.  Hence  the 
present  chequers.  steevens. 

^°  — firampold]  Ray,  among  his  South  and  East 
Country  words,  says  thatframpald  orframpard  signifies 
fretful,  peevish,  cross,  froward.  steevens. 

^'  — have  a  nay- word,]  iS^'ajZ-irorJ  means  bye-word, 
or  watcli-word. 

*^  — fights  j]  Fights  are  clothes  hung  round  the  ship 
-to  conceal  tlie  men. from  the  enemy.       Johnson. 

.*'  via  !]  This  cant  phrase  of  exultation  is  common 
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in  tlie  old  plays.     So  in  Blui^t  Master  Constable  : 
"  Via  for  fate !  Fortune^  lo !  this  is  all." 

STEEVENS. 

^*  7iot  to  charge  you ;]  That  is,  not  with  a  purpose 
of  putting  you  to  expence,  or  being  burthensome. 

J  o  H  N  s  o  X . 

"  — of  great  adrnittance,']  must  mean  permitted  to 
enter  (or  admitted)  into  good  company. 

*^  to  lay  an  amiable  siege—]  to  make  an  attack  of 
gallantry. 

"  1  will  aggravate  his  stile  3]  Stile  is  a  phrase  from 
the  herald's  office.  Falstaff  means,  that  he  will  add 
more  titles  to  those  he  already  enjoys.        steevens. 

58  — Barbason,  well;]  See  Scott's  Inventorie  of  the 
Names,  Shapes,  Powers,  Government,  and  Effects  of 
Devils  and  Spirits,  of  their  several  Segnories  and  De- 
grees ;  a  strange  Discourse  woorth  the  readingfj^ 

^^  — to  see  thee  foin,]  Spenser  is  frequent  in  the  use 
of  this  word.     It  means  to  thrust  or  lounge. 

60  — l)ul/i^  Staler]  the  sense  of  stale  is  known  to 
every  stable  boy.  Urinal  aftei-wards  has  the  same  al- 
lusion. 

^'  Cry'd  game,]  We  yet  say,  in  colloquial  language, 
that  such  a  one  is  game,  or  game  to  the  back.  Cry'd 
game  might  mean  in  those  days,  a  profess  d  buck,  one 
who  was  as  well  known  by  the  leport  of  his  gallantry, 
as  he  could  have  been  by  proclamation. 

STEEVEXS. 

^'-  To  shallow  rivers,  to  whose  falls]  This  is  part  of  a 
beautiful  little  poem  of  tlie  author's. 
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^^  he  speah  holiday,']  i.e.  in  a  high-flown,  fustian 
stile.  It  was  called  a  holy-day  stile,  from  the  old 
custom  of  acting  their  farces  of  tlie  Mysteries  and 
Moralities,  which  were  turgid  and  bombast,  on  holy- 
days.  WARBURTON. 

^  'tis  in  his  buttons ;]  Alluding  to  an  ancient  custom 
among  the  country  fellows,  of  trying  whether  they 
shall  succeed  with  their  mistresses,  by  carrying  the 
hatchehfs  buttons  (a  plant  of  the  Lychnis  kind,  whose 
flowers  resemble  a  coat-button  in  form)  in  their  pock- 
ets. And  they  judged  of  tlieir  good  or  bad  success^ 
by  their  growing  or  tlieir  not  growing  there. 

SMITH. 

*^'  — of  no  having :]  Having  is  the  same  as  estate  op 
fortune.  Johnson. 

^'^  — the  xjchitsters']  i.  e.  of  linen.  Blancher  in 
French  is  to  whiten.  We  say  now  the  bleachers  from 
this  French  root. 

^^  eyas-musket  ?]  Eyas  is  a  young  unfledged  hawk: 
French,  niais ;  metaphorically,  a  silly  fellow.  Musket 
signifies  a  sparrow  hawk,  or  the  smallest  species  of 
hawks:  Italian  muschetto ;  originally,  a  troublesome 
stinging  /ly.  So  that  the  humour  of  calling  the  little 
page  an  eyas-musket,  is  very  intelligible. 

WARBURTON. 

"^  — Jack-a-lent,]  A  Jack-a-lent  was  a  puppet 
thrown  at  in  Lent,  as  the  cock  was  at  Shrove-tide. 

^^  Hate  I  caught  my  heavenly  jewel  ?*]  See  the  se- 
cond song  of  Sydney's  Astrophel  and  Stella,  which  be- 
gins with  this  line. 
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''^  — the  ship-tire,  the  tire-valiant,]  The  ship-tire 
was  an  open  head-dress,  with  a  kind  of  scarf  depend- 
ing from  behind.  Tire-vcdiant  I  suppose  Shakspeare 
wrote  tire-voilant :  as  the  ship-tire  was  an  open  head- 
dress, so  the  tire-voilant  was  a  close  one,  in  which  the 
head  and  breast  were  covered  as  with  a  vait. 

AVARBURTON. 

'•  — a  traitor — ]  In  the  folio  it  is  tyrant. 
"^^  — drumble :  ]  If  I  was  certain  that  there  was  no 
such  word  as  drumble,  I  should  propose  to  Ye2idfu?nble. 

T.    T. 

'^  thy  father's  wealth]  Some  light  may  be  given  to 
those  who  shall  endeavour  to  calculate  the  increase  of 
English  wealth,  by  observing,  that  Latymer,  in  the 
time  of  Edward  VI.  mentions  it  as  a  proof  of  his  fa- 
ther's prosperity.  That  though  but  a  yeo7nan,  he  gave 
his  daughters  Jive  pounds  each  for  her  portion.  At  the 
latter  end  of  Elizabeth,  seven  hundred  pounds  were 
such  a  temptation  to  courtship,  as  made  all  other  mo- 
tives suspected.  Congreve  makes  twelve  thousand 
pounds  more  than  a  counterbalance  to  the  affection  of 
Belinda.  No  poet  would  now  fly  his  favourite  charac- 
ter at  less  than  fifty  thousand.  Johnson. 

'*  cut  and  long-tail,]  According  to  the  forest  laws, 
a  man  who  had  no  right  to  the  privilege  of  chace, 
was  obliged  to  cut,  or  law  his  dog,  amongst  other 
modes  of  disabling  him,  by  depriving  him  of  his  tail. 
A  dog  so  cut  was  called  a  cut,  or  curt-tail,  and  by 
contraction  cur.  Cut  and  long-tail  therefore  signify 
the  dog  of  a  clown,  and  the  dog  of  a  gentleman. 

STEEVENS^ 
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7^  — a  fool y  and  a  physician?']  I  should  read  foot  or 
a  physician,  meaning  Slender  and  Caius. 

JOHNSON. 

^^  — a  bitch's  blind  yuppies,']  Old  copies  a  hlind 
bitdis  puppies.     The  transposition  made  by  Theobald* 

^'  — bilbo,]  A  bilbo  is  a  Spanish  blade,  of  which 
the  excellence  is  flexibleness  and  elasticity. 

JOHNSON. 

■^^  This  is  a  very  trifling  scene,  of  no  use  to  the 
plot,  and  I  should  think  of  no  great  delight  to  tlie  au- 
dience} but  Shakspeare  best  knew  what  would  please. 

JOHNSON. 

'^^  — sprag — ]  Ray  interprets  tliis  word  by  apt  to 
learn . 

^°  — lunes — ]   for  lunacy. 

^^  — takes  on — ]  To  take  on,  which  is  now  used 
for  to  grieve,  seems  to  be  used  by  our  author  for  to 
rage.     Perhaps  it  was  applied  to  any  passion. 

JOHNSON. 

^^  Peer-out!]  That  is.  Appear,  hums!  Shakspeare 
is  at  his  old  lunes.  johnson. 

^^  he  hath  an  abstract]  Mrs.  Ford  could  not  speak 
in  stronger  terms  of  the  jealousy  of  her  husband.  He 
hatli  an  abstract  [inventoiy],  says  she,  of  eveiy  place 
in  the  house  where  a  man  could  be  concealed.  It  is 
somewhat  wonderful  tliat  such  a  temper  should  not 
have  suspected  tlie  old  woman  of  Brentford. 

^*  a  ging,]  in  some  editions  gang.  Formerly  both 
words  had  tlie  same  signification. 

^*  leman.]   Leman  means  i,'-tf//a»^,  paramour. 

^^  beyond  our  element :  xvc  know  nothing.]  Weak  as 
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Ford's  suspicions  and  jealousies  make  him  appear, 
when  die  '  lunacy  of  horns'  is  upon  him,  yet  die  poet 
has  given  him  a  strong  reflective  mind  in  odier  re- 
spects.    He  is  above  the  superstition  of  die  times. 

^■7  if  I  cry  out  thus  upon  no  trail,]  The  expression  is 
taken  from  the  hunters.  Trail  is  the  scent  left  by  die 
passage  of  the  game.     To  cry  out  is  to  open  or  bark. 

JOHNSON. 

®^  — in  the  uay  of  waste,  attempt  us  again.']  Waste 
here  must  have  the  signification  of  destruction.  The 
verbs  are  still  synonimous,  to  icaste  is  to  destroy. 

^9  — and  t^kes  the  cattle;]  To  tahr,  in  Shakspeare, 
signifies  to  seize  or  strike  with  a  disease,  to  blast.  So 
in  Hamlet: 

^'  No  planet  takes." 
In  hear: 

'^  Strike  her  young  bones, 

''  Ye  taking  airs,  widi  lameness.'* 

JOHNSON. 

so  — idle-headed  eld]  Eld  signifies  old  age  in  Chaucer : 
it  was  tlie  charge  against  old  persons  we  see,  in  Shak- 
speare's  days,  as  well  as  in  oui-  own,  diat  they  let  the 
foolish  belief  in  ghosts  and  goblins  grow  upon  them 
with  their  years. 

91  — in  that  time—]  Mr.  Theobald,  referring  that 
time  to  the  time  of  buying  die  silk,  alters  it  to  tire. 
But  there  is  no  need  of  any  change :  that  time  evi- 
dendy  relating  to  the  time  of  die  mask  widi  which 
Falstaff  was  to  be  entertained,  and  which  makes  the 
whole  subject  of  this  dialogue.  Therefore  die  com- 
mon reading  is  right.  w  a  r  b  u  r  t  o  n  . 

VOL.    II.  K 
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^^  •^tnck'mgfor  ourfairks.']  Tricking  means  dress 
or  habiliments. 

-^  — his  standing-bed,  and  tiTickle-bed5]  The  usual 
furniture  of  chambers  in  that  time  was  a.  standing-bed, 
under  Avhich  was  a  froc/de,  truckle,  or  r//«/?w?ir-bed. 
In  the  standing-bed  lay  tlie  master^  and  in  tlie  truckle- 
hed  the  sen'ant.  So  in  Hall's  Acamnt  of  a  Senile 
Tutor: 

''  He  lietli  in  tlie  truckle-hid, 

*'  While  his  young  master  lieth  o'er  his  head." 

JOHNSON. 

•  ^*  — Ant}iro'p()phaginian'\  Mr.  Steevens  has  endea- 
voured to  affix  some  meaning  to  the  different  words  of 
mine  host.  I  believe  Shakspeare  intended  only,  by 
the  use  of  tliem,  to  make  him  appear  a  blustering  fel- 
low j  for  his  Cataian,  and  Ephesian,  and  Bahetnian, 
seem  to  be  applied  by  him  promiscuously. 

9^  — three  Doctor  Faustuscs.]  This  is  said  in  refer- 
ence to  tlie  famous  John  Faustus ;  who  was  not  only 
a  German,  but  also  supposed  to  have  dealings  with  tlie 
devil. 

^^  Primero.']  A  game  at  cards.  Johnson. 

^'  Sure,  one  of  you  does  not  serve  heaven  well,]  The 
great  fault  of  this  play  is  the  frequency  of  expressions 
so  profane,  that  no  necessity  of  preserving  character 
can  justify  tliem.  There  are  laws  of  higher  authority, 
than  tliose  of  critic  ism .  j  o  h  n  s  o  n  . 

^ '  while  other  Jests  are  soinewkat  rank  on  foot,]  To 
each  person  was  assigned  a  part  in  the  common  jest  of 
punishing  Falstaff.  Fenton  means  here,  by  other  jests 
heing  rank  on  fool ,  "  when  all  are  so  busily  employed. 
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that  one  cannot  neglect  his  own  character  to  watch  the 
actions  of  the  otliers." 

^^  — quaint  in  green,]  Quaint  is  used  here  in  its  pri- 
mitive and  still  genuine  signification,  graceful,  elegant 
(equivalent  to  the  Latin  comtus,  from  which  it  seems 
to  have  been  derived) .  In  the  same  way  it  occui-s  in 
the  Tempest,  in  Prospero's  speech  to  Ariel,  when  tlie 
latter  enters  in  the  habit  of  a  water-nymph  : 
'*"  Fine  apparition  !  My  quaint  Ariel 
''  Hark."  Act.  I.  Sc.  2. 

^^  — a  bribe-buck,]  i.  e,  a  buck  sent  for  a  bribe. 
The  old  copies,  mistakingly,  a  bribed  buck.    • 

THEOBALD. 

101  — 77?  j^  shoulders  for  the  fellow  of  this  walk,]  Who 
die  fellow  is,  or  why  he  keeps  his  shoulders  for  him, 
I  do  not  understand.  Johnson. 

To  the  keeper  the  shoulders  and  humbles  belono-  as 
a  perquisite.  gray. 

^^"^  You  OJiviiA^'heirs  of  fixed  destiny,]  Dr.  War- 
burton  reads.  You  ouphen  heirs  of  fixed  destiny, 
i.  e.  you  ekes,  who  minister,  and  succeed  in  some  of 
the  works  of  destiny ;  and  not  without  plausibility,  as 
the  word  ouphes  occui-s  both  before  and  afterward. 
Farmer  says.  The  address  in  tliis  line  is  to  a  part  of  tlie 
troop,  as  mortals  by  birth,  but  adopted  by  the  fairies : 
orphans  in  respect  to  tlieir  real  parents,  and  now  only 
dependant  on  Destiny  herself. 

^^^  — :/or  their  charactery.]  For  the  matter  \^-itIi 
which  tliey  make  letters.  Johnson. 

Lust  is  but  a  bloody^re,]  A  bloody  fire  means  a 
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fire  in  the  blood.     In  The  Second  Part  of  Henry  IV, 
Act  4.  the  same  expression  occurs  : 

"  Led  on  by  bloody  youtli/'  &c. 
i.  e.  sanguine  youth.  steevens. 

105  —a  Jack-a-lent,]  See  the  Annotation  upon  (^^). 

106  _to  laugh  at  my  wife,]  The  two  plots  are  ex- 
cellently connected,  and  the  transition  very  artfully 
made  in  this  speech .  j  o  h  n  s  o  n  . 
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TWELFTH-NIGHT ;  or,  WHAT  YOU  WILL, 


''This  play,"  says  Dr.  Johnson,  *"'  is  in  the  graver 
part  elegant  and  easy,  and  in  some  of  the  lighter 
scenes  exquisitely  humourous.  Ague-cheek  is  drawn 
with  great  propriety,  but  his  character  is,  in  a  great 
measure,  that  of  natural  fatuity,  and  is  therefore  not 
tlie  proper  prey  of  a  satirist.  The  soliloquy  of  Mal- 
volio  is  truly  comic  3  he  is  betrayed  to  ridicule  merely 
by  his  pride.  The  marriage  of  Olivia,  and  the  suc- 
ceeding perplexity,  though  well  enough  contrived  to 
divert  on  the  stage,  wants  credibility,  and  fails  to  pro- 
duce the  proper  instruction  required  in  the  drama,  as 
it  exhibits  no  just  picture  of  life."  One  can  hardly  en- 
tertain a  doubt  tliat  the  plot  of  tliis  play  is  derived 
from  tlie  tliirty-sixth  novel  of  Bandello,  in  which  are 
related  the  adventures  of  the  twin  children  of  Ambro- 
gio,  a  rich  merchant  of  Esi.     Mr.  Steevcns  is  proba- 
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bly  right  in  supposing  that  our  poet  is  indebted  for  his 
story  to  the  Hist  aires  Tragiqiies  of  Bellcforest ,  rather 
than  to  the  ItaUan  original.  A  comparison,  drawn  by 
the  ingenious  Mrs.  Lenox,  between  the  production  of 
Shakspeare  and  that  of  Bandello,  will  satisfy  the  reader 
as  to  the  identity  of  tlie  history,  "  Sebastian  and 
Viola  in  tlie  play,  are  the  same  with  Paolo  and  Ni- 
cnohi  in  the  novel ;  botli  are  twins,  and  both  remark- 
ably like  each  other. 

''  Viola  is  parted  from  her  brother  by  a  shipwreck, 
and  supposes  him  to  be  drowned  j  Nicuola  loses  her 
brother  at  the  sacking  of  Rome,  and  for  a  long  time  is 
ignorant  whether  he  is  alive  or  dead. 

'^  Viola  serves  the  duke,  witli  whom  she  is  in  love, 
in  the  habit  of  a  page ;  Nicuola,  in  tlie  same  disguise, 
attends  Lattantio,  who  had  forsaken  her  for  Catella. 

"  The  duke  sends  Viola  to  solicit  his  mistress  in  his 
favour ;  Lattantio  commissions  Nicjola  to  plead  for 
him  with  Catella. 

''  The  duke's  mistress  falls  in  love  with  Viola,  sup- 
posing her  to  be  a  man ;  and  Catella  by  the  like  mis- 
take is  enamoured  of  Nicuola:  and  lastly,  the  two 
ladies  in  the  play,  as  well  as  in  the  novel,  marry  their 
lovers  whom  tliey  had  waited  on  in  disguise,  and  their 
brothers  wed  the  ladies  who  had  been  enamoured  of 
them." 


Persons  Represented, 


OrsixOj  duke  of  Illijria. 

Sebastia^^j  a  young  gentleman j  brother  to  Viola. 

Antonio,  a  sea-captain,  friend  to  Sebastian. 

A  Sea-Captain,  friend  to  Viola. 

Valentine,! 

Curio  \   ^^^^^^^^^^  attending  on  the  Duke. 

Sir  Toby  Belch,  uncle  to  Olivia. 

Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek. 

Malvolio,  steward  to  Olivia. 

Fabian,  ■)    ^  ^,.  . 

^,  >  Servants  to  Olivia. 

Clown,       3 

Olivia,  a  rich  Countess. 
Viola,  in  love  with  the  Duke. 
INI  aria,  Olivia's  woman. 

Lords,  Priests,  Sailors,  Officers,  Musicians,  and  other 

Attendants. 

SCENE,  a  city  in  Illyria;  and  the  sea-coast  near  it. 


TWELFTH-NIGHT 

OR, 

WHAT  YOU  WILL. 


ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

An  Apartment  in  the  Duke's  Palace. 

Enter  Duke,  Curio,  Lurch;  Musicians  attending. 

Dnke.  If  musick  be  tlie  food  of  love,  play  on. 
Give  me  excess  of  itj  that,  surfeiting. 

The  appetite  may  sicken,  and  so  die. 

That  sti-ain  again 3 — it  had  a  dying  fall: 

O,  it  came  o'er  my  ear  like  the  sweet  south. 

That  breathes  upon  a  bank  of  violets. 

Stealing,  and  giving  odour. — Enough 3  no  more; 

'Tis  not  so  sweet  now,  as  it  was  before. 

O  spirit  of  love,  how  quick  and  fresh  art  thou ! 

That,  notwithstanding  thy  capacity 

Receiveth  as  the  sea,  nought  enters  there. 

Of  what  validity  and  pitch  soever. 

But  falls  into  abatement  and  low  price. 

Even  in  a  minute !  so  full  of  shapes  is  fancy. 

That  it  alone  is  high-fantastical. 
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Cur.  Will  you  go  hunt,  my  lord  ? 

Duke.  What,  Curio? 

Cur.  The  hart. 

Duke.  Why,  so  I  do,  tlie  noblest  that  I  have : 
O,  when  mine  eyes  did  see  Olivia  first, 
Methought,  she  purg'd  the  air  of  pestilence ; 
That  instant  was  I  ^arn'd  into  a  hart ; 
And  my  desires,  like  fell  and  ciTiel  hounds. 
E'er  since  pursue  me'. — How  now  ?  what  news  from 
her? 

Ejiter  Va  l  e  n  t  i  n  e. 

Val.  So  please  my  lord,  I  might  not  be  admitted. 
But  from  her  hand-maid  do  return  this  answer : 
The  element  itself,  till  seven  years  heat. 
Shall  not  behold  her  face  at  ample  view; 
But,  like  a  cloistress,  she  will  veiled  walk. 
And  water  once  a  day  her  chamber  round 
With  eye-oifending  brine:  all  tliis,  to  season 
A  brother's  dead  love,  which  she  would  keep  fresh. 
And  lasting,  in  her  sad  remembrance. 

Duke.  O,  she,  that  hath  a  heart  of  that  fine  frame. 
To  pay  tliis  debt  of  love  but  to  a  brotlier. 
How  will  she  love,  when  the  rich  golden  shaft. 
Hath  kill'd  the  flock  of  all  affections  else 
That  live  in  her!  when  liver,  brain,  and  heart. 
These  sovereign  thrones,  are  all  supply'd,  and  fill'd, 
(Her  sweet  perfections-,)  with  one  self  king!  — 
Away  before  me  to  sweet  beds  of  flowers; 
Lovc-tlioughts  lie  rich,  when  canopy'd  widi  bowers, 

[Exeunt.  ] 
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SCENE  II. 

The  Sea  Coast. 

Enter  Viola,  Captain,  and  Sailors. 

Vio.   What  country,  friends,  is  this  ? 

Cap.  .  Illyria,  lady. 

Vio.   And  what  should  I  do  in  Illyria  ? 
My  brother  he  is  in  Elysium. 

Perchance,   he  is  not  drown'd  : — What   tliink  you, 
sailors  ? 

Cap.    It  is  perchance,  that  you  yourself  were  sav'd. 

Via.   O  my  poor  brother  !  and  so,  perchance,  may 
he  be. 

Cap.   Tme,   madam  :    and,   to   comfort  you  with 
chance, 
Assiu'e  yourself,  after  our  ship  did  split. 
When  you,  and  that  poor  number  sav'd  with  you. 
Hung  on  our  driving  boat,  I  saw  your  brotlier. 
Most  provident  in  peril,  bind  himself 
(Courage  and  hope  both  teaching  him  the  practice) 
To  a  strong  mast,  tliat  liv'd  upon  the  sea  ; 
AVhere,  like  Arion  on  the  Dolphin's  back, 
I  saw  him  hold  acquaintance  witli  tlie  waves. 
So  long  as  I  could  see. 

Vio.  For  saying  so,  there's  gold  : 

Mine  own  escrp3  unfoldeth  to  my  hope. 
Whereto  thy  speech  sers-es  for  authorit}^. 
The  like  of  him.     Know'st  thou  this  country  ? 
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Cap.    Ay,  madam,  well ;  for  '.  was  bred  and  born^ 
Not  three  hoar^  travel  from  this  very  place. 

Via.   Who  governs  here  ? 

Cup.   A  noble  duke  in  nature,  as  in  name. 

Via.    What  is  his  name  ? 

Cap.   Orsino. 

Via.   Orsino  !  I  have  heard  my  father  name  him  : 
He  was  a  bachelor  tlien. 

Cap.  And  so  is  now. 

Or  was  so  very  late  :  for  but  a  month 
Ago  I  went  from  hence ;  and  then  'twas  fresh 
In  murmur,  (as,  you  know,  what  great  ones  do. 
The  less  will  prattle  of,)  that  he  did  seek 
The  love  of  fair  Olivia. 

Vio.  What's  she  ? 

Cap.    A  virtuous  maid,  the  daughter  of  a  count 
That  dy'd  some  twelve-month  since  ;  then  leaving  her 
In  tlie  protection  of  his  son,  her  brother, 
AVho  shortly  also  dy'd  :   for  whose  dear  love. 
They  say,  she  hath  abjur'd  the  company 
And  sight  of  men. 

Vio.  O,  that  I  seiT'd  tliat  lady  3. 

And  might  not  be  deliver'd  ^  to  the  world. 
Till  I  had  made  mine  own  occasion  mellow. 
What  my  estate  is  ! 

Cap.  Tliat  were  hard  to  compass  -, 

Because  she  will  admit  no  kind  of  -uit. 
No,  not  the  duke's. 

Vio.   Ihere  is  a  fair  behaviour  in  thee,  captain  j 
And  though  tliat  Nature  with  a  beauteous  wall 
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Doth  oft  close  in  pollution,  yet  of  thee 
I  will  believe,,  thou  hast  a  mir:d  that  suits 
With  this  thy  fair  and  outward  character. 
I  pray  thee,  and  I'll  pay  thee  bounteously. 
Conceal  me  what  I  am ;  and  be  my  aid 
For  such  disguise  as,  haply,  shill  btcome 
The  form  of  my  intent.     Til  serve  this  duke'*  3 
Thou  shalt  present  me  as  an  eunuch  to  him. 
It  may  be  worth  thy  pains  ;  for  I  can  sing. 
And  speak  to  him  in  many  sorts  of  musick. 
That  will  allow  me  very  wortli  his  service. 
What  else  may  hap,  to  time  I  will  commit  j 
Only  shape  thou  thy  silence  to  my  wit. 

Cap.   Be  you  his  eunuch,  and  your  mute  I'll  be  : 
When  my  tongue  blabs,  then  let  mine  eyes  not  see  ! 

Jlo.  I  thank  thee  :  Lead  me  on.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

ji  Room  in  Olivia's  House. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  Belch  and  Maria. 

Sir  To.  What  a  plague  means  my  niece,  to  take 
the  deatli  of  her  brother  thus  ?  I  am  sure^  care's  an 
enemy  to  life. 

3Iar.  By  my  troth.  Sir  Toby,  you  must  come  in , 
earlier  o'nights;  your  cousin,  my  lady,  takes  great 
exceptions  to  your  ill  hours. 

Sir  To.   Why,  let  her  except  before  excepted. 
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Mar.  Ay,  but  you  must  confine  yourself  witliin 
the  modest  limits  of  order. 

Sir  To.  Confine  ?  I'll  confine  myself  no  finer  than 
I  am :  these  clothes  are  good  enough  to  drink  in,  and 
so  be  tliese  boots  too  -j  an  they  be  not,  let  them  hang 
themselves  in  tlieir  own  straps. 

Mar.  That  quaffing  and  drinking  will  undo  you  : 
I  heard  my  lady  talk  of  it  yesterday  j  and  of  a  foolish 
knight,  that  you  brought  in  one  night  here,  to  be  her 
wooer. 

Sir  To.  Who  ?  S\i  Andrew  Ague-cheek  ? 

Mar»  Ay,  he. 

Sir  To.   He's  as  tall  ^  a  man  as  any's  in  Illyria. 

Mar.  What's  that  to  tlie  pui^pose  ? 

Sir  To.  Why,  he  has  three  thousand  ducats  a  year. 

Mar.  Ay,  but  he'll  have  but  a  year  in  all  these 
ducats  3  he's  a  very  fool,  and  a  prodigal. 

Sir  To.  Fie,  that  you'll  say  so  !  he  plays  o'the  viol- 
de-gambo,  and  speaks  three  or  four  languages  word 
for  word  without  book,  and  hatli  all  the  good  gifts  of 
nature. 

Mar.  He  hath,  indeed, — almost  natural :  for,  be- 
sides that  he's  a  fool,  he's  a  great  quarreller  j  and,  but 
that  he  hatli  the  gift  of  a  coward  to  allay  the  gust  he 
hatli  in  quarrelling,  'tis  thought  among  tlie  prudent,  . 
,he  would  quickly  have  the  gift  of  a  grave. 

Sir  To.  By  this  hand,  tliey  are  scoundrels,  and 
substractors,  that  say  so  of  him.     Who  are  they  ? 

Mar.  They  that  add  moreover,  he's  drunk  nightly 
in  your  company. 
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Sir  To.  Witli  drinking  healths  to  my  niece  -,  I'll 
drink  to  her,  as  long  as  there's  a  passage  in  my  tliroat, 
and  drink  in  Illyria  :  He's  a  coward,  and  a  coystril^, 
that  will  not  drink  to  my  niece,  till  his  brains  tui-n 
o'tlie  toe  like  a  parish-top.  What,  wench  ?  Castilianp- 
vulgo  '^  3  for  here  comes  Sir  Andrew  Ague-face. 

Enter  *S'ir  Andrew  Ague-ciieek. 

Sir  And.  Sir  Toby  Belch  !  How  now,  Sir  Toby 
Belch  ? 

Sir  To.  Sweet  sir  Andrew  ! 

Sir  And.   Bless  you,  fair  slirew. 

Mar.   And  you  too,  sir. 

Sir  To.   Accost,  sir  Andrew,  accost. 

Sir  And.   What's  that  ? 

Sir  To.   My  niece's  chamber-maid. 

Sir  And.  Grood  mistress  Accost,  I  desire  better  ac- 
%iuaintance. 

Mar.   My  name  is  Mary,  sir. 

Sir  And.   Good  mistress  Mary  Accost, 

Sir  To.  You  mistake,  knight :  accost,  is,  front  her, 
board  her,  woo  her,  assail  her. 

Sir  And.  By  my  troth,  I  would  not  undertake  her 
in  tliis  company.     Is  tliat  the  meaning  of  accost  ? 

Mar.   Fare  you  well,  gentlemen. 

Sir  To.  An  tliou  let  part  so,  sir  Andrew,  'would 
tliou  might'st  never  draw  sword  again. 

Sir  And,  An  you  part  so,  mistress,  I  would  I  might 
never  draw  sword  again.  Fair  lady,  do  you  think 
you  have  fools  in  hand  ' 

VOL.  II.  M 
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Mar.   Sir,  I  have  not  you  by  the  hand. 

6'/r  And.  Marry,  but  you  shall  have  ;  and  here's  my 
hand. 

Mar.  Now,  sir,  thought  is  free  :  I  pray  you,  bring 
your  hand  to  the  buttery-bar,  and  let  it  drink. 

Sir  And.  Wherefore,  sweet  heart  ?  what's  your 
metaphor  ? 

Mar.    It's  dry  ^,  sir. 

Sir  And.  Why,  I  think  so  5  1  am  not  such  an  ass, 
but  I  can  keep  my  hand  dry.     But  what's  your  jest  ? 

Mar,   A  dry  jest,  sir. 

Sir  And.   Are  you  full  of  them  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  sir  3  I  have  them  at  my  fingers'  ends : 
marry,  now  I  let  go  youi"  hand,  I  am  barren. 

[ExJt  Maria. 

Sir  To.  O  knight,  thou  lack'st  a  cup  of  canary : 
When  did  I  see  thee  so  put  down  ? 

Sir  And.  Never  in  your  life,  I  think  ;  unless  you 
see  canary  put  me  down :  Methinks,  sometimes  I 
have  no  more  wit  than  a  Christian,  or  an  ordinary 
man  has :  but  I  am  a  great  eater  of  beef,  and,  I  be- 
lieve, tliat  does  harm  to  my  wit. 

Sir  To.    No  question. 

Sir  And.  An  I  thought  that,  I'd  forswear  it.  I'll 
ride  home  to-morrow,  sir  Toby. 

Sir  To.   Poiirqiioi/,  my  dear  knight  ? 

Sir  And.  What  is  poiuquoi/  f  do,  or  not  do  ?  I  would 
I  had  bestowed  tliat  time  in  the  tongues,  that  I  have 
in  fencing,  dancing,  and  bear-baiting  :  O,  had  1  but 
follow'd  tlie  arts  ! 
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Sir  To.  Then  hadst  tJiou  had  an  excellent  head  of 
hair. 

Sir  And.   Why,  would  that  have  mended  my  hair  ? 

Sir  To.  Past  question  3  for  tliou  seest_,  it  will  not 
curl  by  nature. 

Sir  And.  But  it  becomes  me  well  enough^  does't 
not? 

Sir  To.  Excellent ;  it  hangs  like  flax  on  a  distaiFj 
and  I  hope  to  see  a  housewife  take  thee  between  her 
legs,  and  spin  it  off. 

Sir  And.  'Faith,  Til  home  to-morrow.  Sir  Toby  : 
your  niece  will  not  be  seen  ;  or,  if  she  be,  it's  four  to 
one  she'll  none  of  me  :  tlie  count  himself,  here  liard 
by,  wooes  her. 

Sir  To.  She'll  none  o'the  count ;  she'll  not  match 
above  her  degree,  neither  in  estate,  years,  nor  wit  3  I 
have  heard  her  swear  it.    Tut,  there's  life  in't,  man. 

Sir  And.  I'll  stay  a  montli  longer.  I  am  a  fellow 
o'the  strangest  mind  i'the  world  ;  I  delight  in  masques 
and  revels  sometimes  altogether. 

Sir  'Jo.   Art  thou  good  at  these  kick-shaws,  knight? 

Sir  And.  As  any  man  in  Illyria,  whatsoever  he  be, 
under  the  degree  of  my  betters  3  and  yet  I  will  not 
compare  with  an  old  man. 

Sir  To.  What  is  thy  excellence  in  a  galliard,  knight  ? 

Sir  And.    'Faith,  I  can  cut  a  caper. 

Sir  To.  And  I  can  cut  the  mutton  to't. 

Sir  And.  And,  I  think,  I  have  the  back-trick, 
simply  as  strong  as  any  man  in  Illyria. 

Sir  To.  Wherefore  are  these  things  hid  ?  wherefore 
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have  these  gifts  a  curtain  before  them  ?  are  tliey  like 
to  take  dust,  like  mistress  Mall's  picture  ^  ?  why  dost 
thou  not  go  to  church  in  a  galliard,  and  come  home 
in  a  coranto  ?  My  very  walk  should  be  a  jigj  I 
would  not  so  much  as  make  water,  but  in  a  sink-a- 
pace '°.  What  dost  thou  mean  ?  is  it  a  world  to  hide 
virtues  in  ?  I  did  think,  by  tlie  excellent  constitution 
of  thy  leg,  it  was  form'd  under  tlie  star  of  a  galliard. 

Sir  And.  Ay,  'tis  strong,  and  it  does  indifferent 
well  in  a  flame-colour'd  stock  ^\  Shall  we  set  about 
some  revels  ? 

Sir  To.  What  shall  we  do  else  ?  were  we  not  born 
under  Taurus  ? 

Sir  And.   Taurus  ?  that's  sides  and  heart. 

Sir  To.  No,  sir ;  it  is  legs  and  thighs.  Let  me  see 
diee  caper:  ha  !  higher  :  ha,  ha  ! — excellent! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IF. 

A  Room  in  the  Duke's  Palace. 
Enter  Valentine,  and  Viola  in  Man's  Attire. 

Val.  If  the  duke  continue  tliese  favours  towards 
you,  Cesario,  you  are  like  to  be  much  advanced ;  he 
hath  known  you  but  tliree  days,  and  already  you  are 
no  stranger. 

Vio.  You  either  fear  his  humour,  or  my  negligence, 
that  you  call  in  question  the  continuance  of  his  love  : 
Is  he  inconstant,  sir,  in  his  favours  ? 
Vul.   No,  believe  me. 
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Enter  Ditke^  Curio,  and  Attendants. 

Vio.   I  thank  you.     Here  comes  the  count. 

Duke.   Who  saw  Cesario,  ho  ? 

Vio.   On  }'our  attendance,  my  lord  •  hei'e. 

Duke.    Stand  you  awhile  aloof. — Cesario, 
Thou  know'st  no  less  but  all ;  I  have  unclasp'd 
To  thee  the  book  even  of  my  secret  soul : 
Therefore,  good  youth,  address  thy  gait  unto  her ; 
Be  not  deny'd  access,  stand  at  her  doors. 
And  tell  them,  there  thy  fixed  foot  sball  grow. 
Till  thou  have  audience. 

Vio.  Sure,  my  noble  lord. 

If  she  be  so  abandon' d  to  her  sorrow 
As  it  is  spoke,  she  never  will  admit  me. 

Duke.  Be  clamorous,  and  leap  all  civil  bounds. 
Rather  than  make  unprofited  return. 

Vio.   Say,  I  do  speak  with  her,  my  lord  5  What 
then  ? 

Duke.  O,  tlien  unfold  the  passion  of  my  love,, 
Surprize  her  with  discourse  of  my  dear  faidi : 
It  shall  become  thee  well  to  act  my  woes  j 
She  will  attend  it  better  in  thy  youth. 
Than  in  a  nuncio  of  more  grave  aspect. 

Vio.   I  tliink  not  so,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Dear  lad,  believe  it  3 

For  they  shall  yet  belie  thy  happy  years. 
That  say,  thou  art  a  man  :  Diana's  lip 
Is  not  more  smooth,  and  rubious  3  thy  small  pipe 
Is  as  the  maiden's  organ^  shrill,  and  sound. 
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And  all  is  semblative  a  woman's  part  '■^. 

I  know,  thy  constellation  is  right  apt 

For  this  affair  : — Some  four,  or  five,  attend  him  j 

All,  if  you  will ;'  for  I  myself  am  best. 

When  least  in  company  : —  Prosper  well  in  this. 

And  thou  shalt  live  as  freely  as  thy  lord. 

To  call  his  fortunes  thine, 

Vio.  ril  do  my  best. 

To  woo  your  lady  :   yet,  \_Aside.']  a  barrful  strife  ! 
Whoe'er  I  woo,  myself  would  be  his  wife. 


\^Exeuntt 


SCENE  V. 


A  lloom  in  Oliiius  House. 
Enter  Maria,    and   Cloicn. 

Mar.  Nay,  either  tell  me  where  thou  hast  been,  or 
1  will  not  open  my  lips,  so  wide  as  a  bristle  may  enter, 
in  way  of  thy  excuse  :  my  lady  will  hang  thee  for  thy 
absence. 

Civ.  I.et  her  hang  me  :  he,  that  is  well  hang'd  in 
tliis  world,  needs  to  fear  no  colours. 

Mar.    Make  tliat  good. 

Clo.   He  shall  see  none  to  fear. 

Mar.  A  good  lenten  answer  ^^  :  I  can  tell  thee 
where  that  saying  was  born,  of,  I  fear  no  colours. 

C/o.  Where,  good  mistress  Mary  ? 

Mar.  In  tlie  wars  3  and  tliat  may  you  be  bold  to 
say  in  your  foolery. 
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Clo.   Well,  God  give  them  wisdom,  tliat  have  it  j 
and  tliose  tliat  are  fools,  let  them  use  their  talents. 
.    Mar.    Yet  you  will  be   liang'd,  for  being  so  long 
absent :  or,  to  be  tum'd  away  5   is  not  tliat  as  good  as 
a  hanging  to  you  ? 

(Jlo.  Many  a  good  hanging  prevents  a  bad  mar- 
riage ;  and,  for  turning  away,  let  summer  bear  it  out. 

Mar.   You  are  resolute  then  ? 

Clo.  Not  so  neither  j  but  I  am  resolv'd  on  two 
points. 

Mar.  That,  if  one  break,  the  other  will  hold  3  or,  if 
botli  break,  }^our  gaskins  fall. 

Clo.  Apt,  in  good  faith  ;  very  apt !  Well,  go  tliy 
\\ay  ;  if  Sir  Toby  would  leave  drinking,  thou  wert  as 
witty  a  piece  of  Eve's  flesh  as  any  in  Illyria. 

Mar.  Peace,  you  rogue,  no  more  o'thatj  here- 
comes  my  lady  :  make  your  excuse  wisely,  you  were 
best.  [Exit. 

Enter  O  l  1  v  i  a  ,  and  M  a  l v  0  l  1 0 . 

Clo.  Wit,  and't  be  tiiy  will,  put  me  into  good 
fooling  !  Those  wits,  tliat  think  they  have  thee,  do 
very  often  prove  fools  3  and  J,  that  am  sure  1  lack 
thee,  may  pass  for  a  wise  man  :    For  what  says  Qui- 

napalus  ?  Better  a  witty  fool,  than  a  foolish  wit. 

God  bless  tliee,  lady  ! 

Oh.  Take  tlie  fool  away. 

Clo.  Do  you  not  hear,  fellows  ?  Take  away  tlie 
lady. 
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Oli.  Go  tOj  you're  a  dry  fool  -,  I'll  no  nore  of  you  : 
besides,  you  grow  dishonest. 

Clo.  Two  faults.  Madonna,  that  drink  and  good 
counsel  will  amend  :  for  give  the  dry  fool  drink,  then 
is  the  fool  not  dry ;  bid  the  dishonest  man  mend  him- 
self 3  if  he  mend,  he  is  no  longer  dishonest ;  if  he 
cannot,  let  tlie  botcher  mend  him  :  Any  thing,  that's 
mended,  is  but  patch'd  :  virtue,  that  transgresses,  is 
but  patch'd  with  sin ;  and  sin,  tliat  amends,  is  but 
patch'd  with  virtue  :  If  tliat  this  simple  syllogism  will 
serve,  so  3  if  it  will  not.  What  remedy  ?  As  there  is 
no  true  cuckold  but  calamity,  so  beauty's  a  flower  : — 
the  lady  bade  take  away  tlie  fool  3  therefore,  I  say 
again,  take  her  away. 

Oli.    Sir,  I  bade  them  take  away  you. 

Clo.  Misprision  in  the  highest  degree  !— Lady, 
Cuaillus  7ionfactt  monachum  ;  that's  as  much  as  to  say, 
I  wear  not  motley  in  my  brain.  Good  Madonna,  give 
me  leave  to  prove  you  a  fool. 

Oli.    Can  you  do  it  ? 

Clo.   Dexteriously,  good  Madonna. 

OU.   Make  your  proof. 

Clo,  1  must  catechize  you  for  it.  Madonna ;  Good 
my  mouse  of  virtue,  answer  me. 

OU.  Well,  sir,  for  want  of  other  idleness,  I'll  bide 
your  proof. 

Clo.    Good  Madonna,  why  moum'st  thou  ? 

Oli.    Good  fool,  for  my  brother's  death. 

Clo.   I  tliink,  his  soul  is  in  hell.  Madonna. 
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OH.    I  know  his  soul  is  in  heaven ^  fool. 

Clo.,  The  more  fool  you^  Madonna^  to  mourn  for 
your  brother's  soul  being  in  heaven. —  Take  away  the 
fool,  gentlemen. 

OH.  What  think  you  of  this  fool,  Malvolio  ?  doth 
he  not  mend  ? 

3Ial.  Yes ;  and  shall  do,  till  tlie  pangs  of  death 
shake  him  :  Infirmity,  that  decays  the  wise,  doth  ever 
make  the  better  fool. 

Clo.  God  send  you,  sir,  a  speedy  infirmity,  for  the 
better  increasing  your  folly  !  Sir  Toby  will  be  sworn, 
that  1  am  no  fox  3  but  he  will  not  pass  his  word  for 
two-pence  that  you  are  no  fool. 

OH.   How  say  you  to  that,  Malvolio  ? 

MaL  I  marvel  your  ladyship  takes  delight  in  such 
a  barren  rascal  3  I  saw  him  put  down  the  other  day 
with  an  ordinary  fool,  that  has  no  more  brain  than  a 
stone  :  Look  you  now,  he's  out  of  his  guard  already ; 
unless  you  laugh  and  minister  occasion  to  him,  he  is 
gagg'd.  I  protest,  I  take  these  wise  men,  that  crow 
so  at  these  set  kind  of  fools,  no  better  than  the  fools' 
zanies  ^*. 

OH.  O,  you  are  sick  of  self-love,  Malvolio,  and 
taste  with  a  distemper'd  appetite.  To  be  generous^ 
g"uiltless,  and  of  free  disposition,  is  to  take  those  things 
for  bird-bolts,  tliat  you  deem  cannon-bullets  :  There 
is  no  slander  in  an  allow'd  fool,  though  he  do  nothing 
but  rail ;  nor  no  railing  in  a  known  discreet  man, 
though  he  do  nothing  but  reprove. 
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CIo.  Now  Mercury  indue  thee  with  leasing,  for  thou. 
speak'st  well  of  fools  ! 

Ile-eiiter  Maria. 

Mar.  Madam,  tliere  is  at  die  gate  a  young  gentle- 
man, much  desires  to  speak  with  you. 

OH.    From  the  count  Orsino,  is  it  ? 

Mar.  I  know  not,  madam ;  'tis  a  fair  young  man, 
and  well  attended. 

Oil.   Who  of  my  people  hold  him  in  delay  ? 

Mar.    Sir  Toby,  madam,  your  kinsman. 

Oli.  Fetch  him  off,  I  pray  you  j  he  speaks  nothing 
but  madman  :  Fie  on  him  !  \_E.xit  Maria.']  Go  you, 
Malvolio  :  if  it  be  a  suit  from  the  count,  I  am  sick,  or 
not  at  home ;  what  you  will,  to  dismiss  it.  [^Exit 
Malxoho.']  Now  you  see,  sir,  how  your  fooling  gro^^'s 
old,  and  people  dislike  it. 

Clo.  Thou  hast  spoke  for  us.  Madonna,  as  if  tliy 
eldest  son  should  be  a  fool :  v.hose  scull  Jove  cram 
with  brains,  for  here  he  comes,  one  of  thy  kin,  has  a 
most  weak  pia  inater. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  Belch. 

OH.  By  mine  honour,  half  drunk. — What  is  he  at 
tlie  gate,  cousin  ? 

Sir  To.   A  gentleman. 

Oli.   A  gentleman  ?  What  gentleman  ? 

Sir  'Jo.  'Tis  a  gentleman  here — A  plague  o'tlies? 
pickle-herrings ! — How  now,  sot  ? 
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Clo.   Good  Sir  Toby,- 


Oli.  Cousin,  cousin,  how  have  you  come  so  early 
by  this  lethargy  ? 

Sir  To.  Lecher}^  ?  I  defy  lecher}'-  :  There's  one  at 
the  gate. 

OIL   Ay,  many ;  what  is  he  ? 

Sir  To.  Let  him  be  the  devil,  an  he  will,  I  care 
not :  give  me  faitli,  say  L     Well,  it's  all  one. 

\_Exit. 

Gil.   What's  a  dnuiken  man  like,  fool  ? 

Clo.  Like  a  drown'd  man,  a  fool,  and  a  madman  : 
one  draught  above  heat  makes  him  a  fool ;  the  second 
mads  him  j  and  a  third  drowns  him. 

on.  Go  thou  and  seek  tlie  coroner,  and  let  him  sit 
o'  my  coz ;  for  he's  in  the  third  degree  of  drink,  he's 
drown'd  :   go,  look  after  him. 

Clo.  He  is  but  mad  yet.  Madonna ;  and  the  fool 
shall  look  to  tlie  madman.  \_Exit  Clou-n. 

Re-enter  M a  l  v  o  l  1 0 . 

]\Ial.  Madam,  yond  ycnng  fellow  sv.ears  he.  will 
speak  with  you.  I  told  him  you  were  sick  j  he  takes 
on  him  to  understand  so  much,  and  therefore  comes 
to  speak  with  you  :  I  told  him  you  were  asleep  ;  he 
seems  to  have  a  fore-knowledce  of  tliat  too,  and  there- 
fore  comes  to  speak  with  you.  What  is  to  be  said  to 
him,  lady  ?  he's  fortilied  against  any  denial. 

Oli.   Tell  him,  he  shall  not  speak  with  me. 

Nal.   He  has  been  told  so,  and  he  says,  he'll  stand 
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at  your  door  like  a  sheriff's  post'^,  and  be  the  supporter 
to  a  bench,  but  he'll  speak  with  you. 

OIL    What  kind  of  man  is  he  ? 

Mai.   Why,  of  man  kind. 

Oli.  What  manner  of  man  ? 

Mai.  Of  very  ill  manner  j  he'll  speak  with  you, 
will  you,  or  no. 

OH.  Of  what  personage,  and  years,  is  he  ? 

Mai.  Not  yet  old  enough  for  a  man,  nor  young 
enough  for  a  boy 5  as  a  squash  is  before  'tis  a  peascod, 
or  a  codling  \^'hen  'tis  almost  an  apple  :  'tis  with  him 
e'en  standing  water,  between  boy  and  man.  He  is 
very  well- favour' d,  and  he  speaks  very  shrewishlyy 
one  would  think,  his  mother's  milk  were  scarce  out 
of  him. 

Oli.  Let  him  approach  :  Call  in  my  gentlewoman. 

Mai.  Gentlewoman,  my  lady  calls.  [^Exit', 

.  Re-enter  Maria. 

Oli.  Give  me  my  veil :  come,  throw  it  o'er  my  face  j 
We'll  once  more  hear  Orsino's  embassy. 

Enter  Viola. 

Vio.  The  honourable  lady  of  the  house,  which  is 

she  ? 
Oli.   Speak  to  me,  I  shall  answer  for  her;  Your 

will  ? 
Vio.  Most    radiant,   exquisite,    and    unmatchable 
beauty,— I  pray  you,  tell  me,  if  tliis  be  the  lady  of  the 
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house,  for  I  never  saw  her :  I  would  be  loth  to  cast 
away  my  speech  j  for,  besides  that  it  is  excellently 
well  penn'd,  I  have  taken  great  pains  to  con  it.  Good 
beauties,  let  me  sustain  no  scorn ;  I  am  very  comp- 
tible,  even  to  tlie  least  sinister  usage. 

OIL   Whence  came  you,  sir  ? 

Vio.  I  can  say  little  more  than  I  have  studied,  and 
that  question's  out  of  my  part.  Good  gentle  one, 
give  me  modest  assurance,  if  you  be  the  lady  of  the 
house,  that  I  may  proceed  in  my  speech. 

OH.  Are  you  a  comedian  ? 

Vio.  No,  my  profound  heart :  and  yet,  by  the  very 
fangs  of  malice,  I  swear,  I  am  not  tliat  I  play.  Are 
you  the  lady  of  the  house  ? 

on.   If  I  do  not  usurp  myself,  I  am. 

Vio,  Most  certain,  if  you  are  she,  you  do  usui-p 
yourself  3  for  what  is  yours  to  bestow,  is  not  yours  to 
reserve.  But  this  is  from  my  commission:  I  will  on 
with  my  speech  in  your  praise,  and  then  shew  you 
the  heart  of  my  message. 

Oli.  Come  to  what  is  important  in't :  I  forgive  you 
tlie  praise. 

Vio.  Alas,  I  took  great  pains  to  study  it,  and  'tis 
poetical. 

Oli.  It  is  the  more  like  to  be  feign'd  ;  I  pray  you, 
keep  it  in.  I  heard,  you  were  saucy  at  my  gates ; 
and  allow'd  your  approach,  rather  to  wonder  at  you 
than  to  hear  you.  If  you  be  not  mad,  be  gone ;  if 
you  have  reason,  be  brief :  'tis  not  that  time  of  moon 
with  me,  to  make  one  in  so  skipping  a  dialogue. 
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Mar.  Will  you  hoist  sail,  sir  ?  here  lies  your 
way. 

Via.  No,  good  swabber ;  I  am  to  hull  here  a  little 
longer. —  Some  mollification  for  yoiir  giant,  sweet 
lady. 

OH.  Tell  me  your  mind. 

Via.    I  am  a  messenger. 

Oil.  Sure,  you  have  some  hideous  matter  to  deliver, 
when  tlie  courtesy  of  it  is  so  fearful.  Speak  your 
office. 

Via.  It  alone  concerns  your  ear.  I  bring  no 
overture  of  war,  no  taxation  of  hf)mage  3  I  hold  the 
olive  in  my  hand  :  my  words  are  as  full  of  peace  as 
matter. 

OH.  Yet  you  began  rudely.  Wliat  are  you  ?  what 
would  you  ? 

V'lo.  The  radeness,  that  hath  appear'd  in  me,  have 
1  learn'd  from  my  entertainment.  What  I  am,  and 
what  I  would,  are  as  secret  as  maidenhead :  to  your 
ears,  divinity  ;  to  any  other's,  prophanation. 

OH.  Give  us  the  place  alone  :  we  will  hear  this 
divinity.  \_Exit  Makia.]  Now,  sir,  what  is  yom* 
text  ? 

/  io.   Most  sweet  lady, 

OH.  A  comfortable  doctrine,  and  much  may  be  said 
of  it.     Where  lies  your  text  ? 

Via.    In  Orsino's  bosom. 

OH.   In  his  bosom  ?  In  what  chapter  of  his  bosom  ? 

Viu.  To  answer  by  the  method,  in  the  first  of  his 
heart. 


J)rmm  tiySafniitfrt  fLA. 
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on.  O,  I  have  read  it  3  it  is  heresy.  Have  you  no 
more  to  say  ? 

Via.   Good  madam,  let  me  see  your  face. 

OH.  Have  you  any  commission  from  your  lord  to 
negotiate  witli  my  face  ?  you  are  now  out  of  your 
text :  but  we  will  draw  the  curtain,  and  shew  you 
the  picture.  Look  you,  sir,  such  a  one  I  was  this 
present :  Is't  not  well  done  ?  [Unveili/ig, 

Via.   Excellently  done,  if  God  did  all. 

0/i.  'Tis  in  grain,  sir ;  'twill  endure  wind  and 
weather. 

Vio.   'Tis  beauty  truly  blent,  whose  red  and  white 
Nature's  own  sweet  and  cunning  hand  laid  on  : 
Lady,  you  are  tlie  cruel'st  she  alive. 
If  you  will  lead  these  graces  to  tlie  grave. 
And  leave  tlie  world  no  copy  '^. 

OH,  O,  sir,  I  will  not  be  so  hard-hearted  3  I  will 
give  out  divers  schedules  of  my  beauty  :  It  shall  be 
inventoried ;  and  every  particle,  and  utensil,  label'd 
to  my  will :  as,  item,  two  lips  indifferent  red ;  item, 
two  grey  eyes,  with  lids  to  tliem  j  item,  one  neck, 
one  chin,  and  so  fortli.  Were  you  sent  hitlier  to 
'praise  me  ? 

Vio.   I  see  you  what  you  are  :  you  are  too  proud  3 
But,  if  you  were  tlie  devil,  you  are  fair. 
My  lord  and  master  loves  you  ;  O,  such  love 
Could  be  but  recompens'd,  though  you  were  crovrn'd 
The  non-pareU  of  beauty  ! 

Olu  How  does  he  love  me  ? 
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Vio.   Witli  adorations,  with  fertile  tears. 
With  groans  that  thunder  love,  witli  sighs  of  fire  *'^. 

OIL  Your  lord  does  know  my  mind,  I  cannot  love 
him : 
Yet  I  suppose  him  virtuous,  know  him  noble. 
Of  great  estate,  of  fresh  and  stainless  youth  j 
In  voices  well  di\iilg'd,  free,  learn' d,  and  valiant^ 
And,  in  dimension,  and  tlie  shape  of  nature, 
A  gracious  person  :  but  yet  I  cannot  love  him ; 
He  might  have  took  his  answer  long  ago. 

Vio,   If  I  did  love  you  in  my  master's  flame, 
Widi  such  a  suffering,  such  a  deadly  life. 
In  your  denial  I  would  find  no  sense, 
I  would  not  understand  it. 

OH.  ,\Vhy,  what  would  you  ? 

Vio.  Make  me  a  willow  cabin  at  your  gate. 
And  call  upon  my  soul  within  the  house  3 
Write  loyal  cantons  of  contemned  love. 
And  sing  tliem  loud  even  in  the  dead  of  night  j 
Holla  your  name  to  the  reverberate  hills. 
And  make  tlie  babbling  gossip  of  the  air 
Cry  out,  Olivia  !  O,  you  should  not  rest 
Between  the  elements  of  air  and  eartli. 
But  you  should  pity  me.  ' 

OH.   You  might  do  much :  What  is  your  parentage  ? 

Vio.   Above  my  fortunes,  yet  my  state  is  well  : 
I  am  a  gentleman. 

OH.  Get  you  to  your  lord ; 

I  cannot  love  him :  let  him  send  no  more  j 
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Unless,  perchance,  you  come  to  me  again. 
To  tell  me  ho\y  he  takes  it.     Pare  you  well : 
I  tliank  you  for  your  pains  :  spend  this  for  me. 
I  1 10.   I  am  no  fee'd  post,  lady ;  keep  your  purse  j 

My  master,  not  myself,  lacks  recompense. 
Love  make  his  heart  of  flint,  that  you  shall  love  ; 
And  let  your  fen^our,  like  my  master's,  be- 
!      Plac'd  in  contempt !  Fare\ael,  fair  cruelty.         \_Exit. 

OU.   What  is  your  parentage  ? 
'      Ahoi'e  rnyfortujics,  yet  my  state  is  well: 

I  am  a  gentieman. I'll  be  sworn  thou  art; 

Thy  tongue,  thy  face,  tliy  limbs,  actions,  and  spirit. 
Do  give  tliee  five-fold  blazon  : — Not  too  fast : — soft! 

soft ! 
Unless  the  master  were  tlie  man. — How  now  ? 
Even  so  quickly  may  ong  catch  the  plague  ? 
jNIethinks,  I  feel  this  youth's  perfections,- 
With  an  invisible  and  subtle  stealth. 
To  creep  in  at  mine  eyes.     W^eil,  let  it  be. — 
Wliat,  ho,  Malvolio  !—  • 

He-enter  Malvolio. 

MaL  Here,  madam,  at  your  service, 

OU.  Run  after  tliat  same  peevish  messenger, 
'    The  county's  '^  man  :   he  left  this  ring  behind  him,-- 
Would  I,  or  not ;  tell  him,  I'll  none  of  it. 
Desire  him  not  to  flatter  with  his  lord. 
Nor  hold  him  up  with  hopes ;  I  am  not  for  him  : 

VOL.  II.  N 
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If  that  the  youth  will  come  this  way  to-morrow, 
I'll  give  him  reasons  for't.     Hie  tliee,  Malvolio. 

J\IaL   Madam,  I  will.  [Exit. 

on.   I  do  I  know  not  what  j  and  fear  to  find 
Mine  eye  too  great  a  flatterer  for  my  mind. 
Fate,  shew  thy  force  :  Ourselves  we  do  not  owe ; 
What  is  decreed^  must  be  j  and  be  this  so  !        [  Exit. 
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ACT  IT.     SCENE  7. 

T/te  Sea  Coast. 

Enter  Antonio  a?id  Sebastian. 

Ant.  Will  you  stay  no  longer  ?  nor  will  you  not, 
that  I  go  M'ith  you  ? 

Seb.  By  your  patience,  no  :  my  stars  shine  darkly 
over  me  ;  the  malignancy  of  my  fate  might,  perhaps, 
distemper  yours  j  tlierefore  I  shall  crave  of  you  your 
leave,  that  I  may  bear  my  evils  alone  :  It  were  a  bad 
recompense  for  your  love,  to  lay  any  of  tliem  on  you. 

Ant.  Let  me  yet  know  of  you,  whither  you  are 
bound. 

Seb.  No,  'sooth,  sirj  my  determinate  voyage  is- 
mere  extravagancy.  But  I  perceive  in  you  so  excel- 
lent a  touch  of  modesty,  that  you  will  not  extort  from 
me  what  I  am  willing  to  keep  in  3  tlierefore.  it  charges 
me  in  manners  tlie  rather  to  express  myself.  You 
mus-t  know  of  me  then,  Antonio,,  my  name  is  Sebas- 
tian, which  I  call'd  Rodorigoj  my  fatlier  was  that 
Sebastian  of  Messaline,.  whom  I  know,  you  have 
heard  of:  he  left  behind  him,  myself,  and  a  sister, 
both  bom  in  an  hour  j  If  the  heavens  had  been  pleas'd, 
would  we  had  so  ended  !  but,  you,  sir,  alter'd  that  j 
for,  some  hour  before  you  took  me  from  the  breach 
of  the  sea,  was  my  sister  drown'd. 

Ant,  Alas^  the  day! 
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Scb.  A  lady  J,  sir,  though  it  was  said  she  much  re- 
sembled me,  was  yet  of  many  accounted  beautiful : 
but,  tliough  I  could  not,  with  such  estimable  wonder, 
over-far  believe  that,  yet  tlius  far  I  will  boldly  pub- 
lish her,  she  bore  a  mind  that  envy  could  not  but  call 
fair :  she  is  drown'd  already,  sir,  widi  salt  water, 
though  I  seem  to  drown  her  remembrance  asrain  with 
more. 

J/if.   Pardon  me,  sir,  your  bad  entertainment. 

Scb.   O,  good  Antonio,  forgive  me  your  trouble. 

^nf.  If  you  ^vill  not  murder  me  for  my  lov-^,  let 
me  be  your  servant. 

Seb.  If  you  will  not  undo  Vvdiat  you  have  done,  that 
is,  kill  him  whom  you  have  recover'd,  desire  it  not. 
Fare  ye  well  at  once :  my  bosom  is  full  of  kindness  -, 
and  I  am  yet  so  near  the  manners  of  my  mother,  that 
upon  the  least  occasion  more,  mine  eyes  will  tell  tales 
•of  me.  I  am  bound  to  tlie  count  Orsino's  court . 
farewel.  [Exit. 

Ant.   The  gentleness  of  all  the  gods  go  witli  thee ! 
I  have  many  enemies  in  Orsino's  court, 
Else  would  I  very  shortly  see  thee  there  : 
But,  come  what  may,  I  do  adore  thee  so. 
That  danger  shall  seem  sport,  and  I  will  go.       \_Exit. 
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SCENE  II. 


A  Street. 

■  Enter  Vi  o  l  a  5  M a  l  v  o  l  i  o  foUouing. 

MaL   "Were  not  you  even  now  with  the  countess 
Ohvia? 

Vio.   Even  now,  sir ;  on  a  moderate  pace  I  have 
since  arrived  but  hither. 

Mai.  She  returns  this  ring  to  you,  sir ;  you  might 
have  saved  me  my  pains,  to  have  taken  it  away  your- 
self. She  adds  moreover,  that  you  should  put  your 
lord  into  a  desperate  assurance  she  will  none  of  him  : 
And  one  tiling  more  3  tliat  you  be  never  so  hardy  to 
come  again  in  his  affairs,  unless  it  be  to  report  your 
lord's  taking  of  this.     Receive  it  so. 

Vio.    She  took  the  ring  of  me;  I'll  none  of  it. 
Mat.   Come,   sir,  you  peevishly  tlirew  it  to  her; 
and  her  will  is,  it  should  be  so   return'd  :   if  it  be 
worth  stooping  for,  tliere  it  lies  in  your  eye  3   if  not^ 
be  it  his  tliat  finds  it.  \_Exit. 

Vio.    I  left  no  ring  witli  her :  What  means  tliis  lady  ? 
Fortune  forbid,  my  outside  have  not  charm'd  her ! 
She  made  good  view  of  me  3  indeed,  so  much. 
That,  sure,  methought,  her  eyes  had  lost  her  tongue  ''^, 
For  she  did  speak  in  starts  distractedly. 
She  loves  me,  sure  3  the  cunning  of  her  passion 
Invites  me  in  this  chmiish  messenger. 
None  of  my  lord's  ring !  why,  he  sent  her  none. 
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I  am  tlie  man  3 — If  it  be  so,  (as  'tis) 

Poor  lady,  she  were  better  love  a  dream. 

Disguise,  I  see,  thou  art  a  wickedness, 

"Wherein  the  pregnant  enemy  does  much. 

How  easy  is  it,  for  the  proper- false 

In  women's  waxen  hearts  to  set  their  forms -°! 

Alas,  our  frailty  is  the  cause,  not  wej 

For,  such  as  we  are  made  of,  such  we  be. 

How  will  this  tadge-'  ?  My  master  loves  her  dearly 3 

And  Ij  poor  monster,  fond  as  much  on  him) 

And  she,  mistaken,  seems  to  dote  on  me : 

What  will  become  of  this  ?  As  I  am  man. 

My  state  is  desperate  for  my  master's  lovej 

As  I  am  woman,  now  alas  the  day! 

What  thriftless  sighs  shall  poor  Olivia  breathe  ? 

O  time,  tliou  must  untangle  this,  not  I  j 

It  is  too  hard  a  knot  for  me  to  untie.  [^Exif. 

SCENE  III. 

A  Rvom  in  Olivias  House. 
Enter  Sir  Toby  Belch,  and  Sir  Andrew  Ague- 

CIIEEK. 

Sir  To.  Approach,  sir  Andrew:  not  to  be  a-bed 
after  midnight,  is  to  be  up  betimes  3  and  diluculo  sur- 
gere,  thou  know'st, 

Sir  Jnd.  Nay,  by  my  troth,  I  know  not :  but  I 
kno\^',  ta  be  up  late,  is  to  be  up  late. 

Sir  To.   A  false  conclusion,  I  hate  it  as  an  unfill'd 
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can  :  To  be  up  after  midnight,  and  to  go  to  bed  then, 
is  early  j.  so  that,  to  go  to  bed  after  midniglit,  is  to  go 
to  bed  betimes.  Do  not  our  lives  consist  of  tlie  four 
elements  ? 

Sir  And.  'Faitli,  so  they  say ;  but,  I  think,  it  ra- 
ther consists  of  eating  and  drinking. 

*S77-  To.  Thou  art  a  scholar;  let  us  therefore  eat  and 
drink. — Marian,  I  say! a  stoop  of  wine! 

Enter  Clown. 

Sir  And.   Here  comes  the  fool,  i'faith. 

Clo.  How  now,  my  hearts  ?  Did  you  never  see  tlie 
pictm^e  of  we  tliree  ? 

Sir  To.   Welcome,  ass.     Now  let's  have  a  catch. 

Sir  And.  By  my  trotli,  the  fool  has  an  excellent 
breast.  1  had  rather  than  forty  shillings  I  had  such  a 
leg;  and  so  sweet  a  breath  to  sing,  as  tlie  fool  has. 
In  sooth,  thou  wast  in  very  gracious  fooling  last  night, 
when  thou  spokest  of  Pigrogromitus,  of  the  Vapians 
passing  the  equinoctial  of  Q.ueubus ;  'twas  very  good, 
i'faitli.  I  sent  thee  six-pence  for  thy  leman ;  Had-st 
it? 

Ch.  I  did  impeticos  thy  gratillity  ^'^ ;  for  Malvo- 
lio's  nose  is  no  whipstock:  My  lady  has  a  white  hand, 
and  the  Myrmidons  are  no  bottle-ale  houses. 

Sir  And.  Excellent !  Why,  this  is  the  best  fooling, 
when  all  is  done.     Now,  a  song. 

Sir  To.  Come  on;  there  is  six-pence  for  you:  let's 
Jiave  a  song. 
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Sir  Au(l   There's  a  testril  of  me  too  :  if  one  knight 


give  a- 


Clo.  Would  you  have  a  love-song,  or  a  song  of 
.good  life  ? 

Sir  To,   A  love-song,  a  love-song. 

■Sir  And.   Ay,  ay 3  I  care  not  for  good  life. 

SONG. 

Clo.    0  mistress  mine,  zvJiere  are  you  roaming? 
0,  stay  and  hear;  your  true  love's  coraing, 

That  can  sing  both  high  and  low: 
Trip  no  further,  pretty  sneering; 
Jovrneys  end  in  hxers'  meeting, 
Every  wise  man's  son  doth  know. 

Sir  And.  Excellent  good,  i 'fin th! 
Sir  To.    Good,  good. 

Clo.    What  is  love?  'tis  not  hereafter; 
Present  mirth  hath  present  laughter; 

Jlliat's  to  come  J  is  still  imsure: 
In  delay  there  lies  no  plenty; 
Then  come  kiss  me,  sweet  and  twenty, 
Youth's  a  stuff  will  not  endure. 

Sir  And.   A  mellifluous  voice,  as  I  am  true  knight. 
Sir  To.   A  contiigious  breath. 
Sir  And.    Very  sweet  and  contagious,  i'faitli. 
Sir  To.   To  hear  by  tlie  nose,  it  is  dulcet  in  conta- 
gion.    But  sliall  ^ve  make  the  welkin  dance  indeed  ? 
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Shall  we  rouse  the  night-owl  in  a  catch,  that  will 
draw  three  souls  out  of  one  weaver  ^  ?  shall  we  do 
that  ? 

Sir  And.  An  you  love  me^  let's  do't :  I  am  dog  at 
a  catch. 

Cfo.   By'r  ladj,  sir,  and  some  dogs  will  catch  well. 

Sir  And.  Most  certain  :  let  our  catch  be.  Thou 
Jcnave. 

Clo.  Hold  thy  peace,  thou  knave,  knight  ?  I  shall  be 
constrain'd  in't  to  call  thee  knave,  knight. 

Sir  And.  'Tis  not  the  first  time  I  have  constrain'd 
one  to  call  me  knave.  Begin,  fool  3  it  begins.  Hold 
thy  peace. 

Clo.   I  shall  never  begin,  if  I  hold  my  peace. 

Sir  And.  Good,  i'faidi!  Come,  begin. 

\They  sing  a  Catch. 

Enter  ^Iahi A. 

Mar.  What  a  catterwauling  do  you  keep  here !  If 
my  lady  have  not  call'd  up  her  steward,  Malvolio,  and 
bid  him  turn  you  out  of  doors,  never  trust  me. 

Sir  To.  My  lady's  a  Catalan,  we  are  politicians ; 
Malvolio's  a  Peg-a-Rarasey  ^^,  and  Three  merry  men 
be  we.  Am  not  I  consanguineous  ?  am  I  not  of  her 
blood  ?  Tilly-valley  lady  !  There  dnelt  a  man  in  Ba- 
bylon, lady,  lady  !  ['^^'^S^^'S- 

Clo.   Beshrew  me,  the  knight's  in  admirable  fooling. 

Sir  And.  Ay,  he  does  well  enough,  if  he  be  dis- 
pos'd,  and  so  do  I  too  3  he  does  it  with  a  better  grace, 
but  I  do  it  more  natural. 
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Sir  To.    0'  the  liivlffh  day  of  December, — 

[Singing, 
Mar,   For  die  love  o'God,  peace. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

Mat.  My  masters,  are  you  mad  ?  or  what  are  you  ? 
Have  you  no  wit,  manners,  nor  honesty,  but  to  gab- 
ble like  tinkers  at  this  time  of  night  ?  Do  ye  make  an 
alehouse  of  my  lady's  house,  tliat  ye  squeak  Our  )'our 
coziers'  catches  *'  without  any  mitigation  or  remorse 
of  voice  ?  Is  there  no  respect  of  place,  persons,  nor 
time,  in  you  ? 

Sir  To.  We  did  keep  time,  sir,  in  our  catches. 
S  neck  up -^! 

Mai.  Sir  Toby,  I  must  be  round  with  you.  My 
lady  bade  me  tell  you,  that,  though  she  harbours  you 
as  her  kinsman,  she's  nothing  allied  to  your  disorders. 
If  you  can  separate  yourself  and  your  misdemeanors, 
you  are  welcome  to  the  house  j  if  not,  an  it  would 
please  you  to  take  leave  of  her,  she  is  very  willing  to 
bid  you  farewel. 

Sir  To.  Farewel,  dear  heart,  since  I  must  needs  be 
gone. 

Mul.   Nay,  good  sir  Toby. 

Clo.   His  eyes  do  shew  his  days  are  almost  done. 

Mai.    Is't  even  so  ? 

Sir  To.    But  I  will  never  die. 

Clo.   Sir  Toby,  tliere  you  lie. 

Mai.  This  is  much  credit  to  you. 

Sir  To.    Shall  I  bid  htm  go  f  [Singing. 
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Clo.    What  an  ifyov  do? 

Sir  To.    Shall  I  bid  him  go,  and  spare  not  ? 

Clo.    0  no,  no,  no,  no,  you  dare  not. 

Sir  To.  Out  o'time  ?  sir,  ye  lie.  —Art  any  more 
than  a  steward  ?  Dost  thou  think,  because  thou  art 
virtuous,  tliere  shall  be  no  more  cakes  and  ale  ■^"  ? 

Clo.  Yes,  by  Saint  Annej  and  ginger  shall  be  hot 
i'the  mouth  too. 

Sir  To.  Thou'rt  i'tlie  right. — Go,  sir,  rub  your 
chain  with  crums-^  :  —  A  stoop  of  wine,  Maria! 

Mai.  Mistress  Mary,  if  you  priz'd  my  lady's  favour 
at  any  thing  more  tlian  contempt,  you  would  not  give 
means  for  tliis  uncivil  rule ;  she  shall  k now  of  it,  by 
this  hand.  \_Exit. 

JSlar.    Go  shake  your  ears. 

Sir  And.  'Twere  as  good  a  deed,  as  to  drink  wlien 
a  man's  a  hungry,  to  challenge  him  to  the  field  3  and 
then  to  break  promise  with  him,  and  make  a  fool  of 
him. 

Sir  To.  Do't,  knight  j  I'll  write  thee  a  challenge ; 
or  I'll  deliver  thy  indignation  to  him  by  word  of 
mouth. 

Mar.  Sweet  sir  Toby,  be  patient  for  to-night  j  since 
the  youth  of  the  count's  was  to-day  with  my  lady,  she 
is  much  out  of  quiet.  For  monsieur  Malvolio,  let  me 
alone  witli  him  :  if  I  do  not  gull  him  into  a  nayword, 
and  make  him  a  common  recreation,  do  not  think  I 
have  wit  enough  to  lie  straight  in  my  bed :  I  know,  I 
can  do  it. 
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Sir  To.  Possess  us,  possess  us  3  tell  us  something  ot 
him. 

Mar.   Marry,  sir,  sometimes  he  is  a  kind  of  Puritan. 

*S'/>  And.  O,  if  I  tliought  tliat,  I'd  beat  him  like  a 
dog. 

<S'/>  To.  What,  for  being  a  Puritan  ?  thy  exquisite 
reason,  dear  knight? 

Sir  A)id.  I  have  no  exquisite  reason  for't,  but  I 
have  reason  good  enough. 

Mar.  The  devil  a  Puritan  that  he  is,  or  any  thing 
constantly  but  a  time-pleaser  3  an  afrection'd  ass,  tliat 
cons  state  without  book,  and  utters  it  by  great  swarths : 
the  best  persuaded  of  himself,  so  cramm'd,  as  he  thinks, 
with  excellencies,  that  it  is  his  ground  of  faith,  tliat 
all,  tliat  look  on  him,  love  him ;  and  on  that  vice  in 
him  will  my  revenge  find  notable  cause  to  work. 

Sir  To.   What  wilt  tliou  do  ? 

Mar.  I  will  drop  in  his  way  some  obscure  epistles 
of  love ;  wherein,  by  the  colour  of  his  beard,  the 
shape  of  his  leg,  the  manner  of  his  gait,  the  expres- 
sure  of  his  e}^e,  forehead,  and  complexion,  he  shall 
find  himself  most  feelingly  personated  :  I  can  write 
very  like  my  lady,  your  niece ;  on  a  forgotten  matter 
we  can  hardly  make  distinction  of  our  hands. 

Sir  To.  Excellent !  I  smeD  a  device. 

Sir  A?id.  1  have't  in  my  nose  too. 

Sir  To.  He  shall  think,  by  tlie  letters  tliat  thou 
wilt  drop,  tliat  tliey  come  from  my  niece,  and  that 
she  is  in  love  witii  him. 
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Mar.   My  puq)ose  is.  Indeed,  a  horse  of  tliat  colour. 

Sir  And.  And  your  horse  now  would  make  him  an 
ass. 

Mar.   Ass,  I  doubt  not. 

Sir  Jnd.    O,  'twill  be  admirable. 

Mar.  Sport  royal,  I  M'-arrant  you :  I  know,  my 
physick  will  work  witli  him.  I  will  plant  you  two, 
and  let  the  fool  make  a  third,  where  he  shall  find  tlie 
letter  3  observe  his  construction  of  it.  For  this  night, 
to  bed,  and  dream  on  the  event.     Farev/el.        [Exit. 

Sir  To.   Good  night,  Pentliesilea-^ 

Sir  And.    Before  me,  she's  a  good  wench. 

Sir  To.    She's  a  beagle,  true-bred,  and  one  that 
adores  me  3  Vv'hat  o'that  ? 
•  Sir  And.   I  was  adored  once  too. 

Sir  'io.  Let's  to  bed,  knight. — Thou  hadst  need 
send  for  more  money. 

Sir  And.  If  I  cannot  recover  your  niece,  I  am  a 
foul  way  out. 

Sir  To.  Send  for  money,  knight ;  if  thou  hast  her 
not  i'the  end,  call  me  Cut. 

Sir  And.  If  I  do  not,  never  trust  me,  take  it  how 
you  will. 

Sir  To.  Come,  come  3  I'll  go  burn  some  sack,  'tis 
too  late  to  go  to  bed  now :  come,  knight  ,•  come, 
knight.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  IV. 

A  Room  in  the  Duke's  Palace. 

Enter  Duke,  Viola,  Curio,  arid  Others. 

Duke.   Give  me  some  musick  : — Now,  good  mor- 
row, friends  : 

Now,  good  Cesario,  but  that  piece  of  song. 
That  old  and  antique  song  we  heard  last  night  5 
Methought,  it  did  relieve  my  passion  much  5 
More  tlian  light  airs,  and  recollected  terms. 

Of  these  most  brisk  and  giddy -paced  times  : 

Come,  but  one  verse. 

Cur.  He  is  not  here,  so  please  your  lordship,  that 
should  sing  it. 

Duke.   Who  was  it? 

Cur.  Feste,  the  jester,  my  lord ;  a  fool,  that  the 
lady  Olivia's  father  took  much  delight  in  :  he  is  about 
the  house. 

Duke.    Seek  him  out,  and  play  die  tune  the  while. 

[Exit  Curio. — Musick. 
Come  hither,  boy  3  If  ever  thou  shalt  love. 
In  the  sweet  pangs  of  it,  remember  me  : 
For,  such  as  I  am,  all  true  lovers  are  -, 
Unstaid  and  skittish  in  all  motions  else. 
Save,  in  the  constajit  image  of  the  creature 
That  is  belov'd. — How  dost  thou  like  this  tune? 

Vio.   It  gives  a  very  echo  to  the  seat 
Where  love  is  tliron'4. 
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DuTif.  Thou  dost  speak  masterly : 

My  life  upon't,  young  though  thou  art,  thine  eye 
Hath  stay'd  upon  some  favour  that  it  loves  3 
Hath  it  not,  boy  ? 

Vio.  A  little,  by  your  favour. 

Biike.   What  kind  of  woman  is't  ? 

Vio.  Of  your  complexion. 

Duke.    She  is  not  wortli  tliee  then.     What  years^ 
i'faith  ? 

Vio.   About  your  years,  my  lord. 

Duke.   Too  old,  by  heaven ;  Let  still  tlie  woman 
take 
An  elder  than  herselP^j  so  wears  she  to  him. 
So  sways  she  level  in  her  husband's  heart. 
For,  boy,  however  we  do  praise  ourselves. 
Our  fancies  are  more  giddy  and  unfirm. 
More  longing,  wavering,  sooner  lost  and  worn^ 
Than  women's  are. 

Vio.  I  think  it  well,  my  lord. 

Duke.   Then  let  thy  love  be  younger  than  thyself. 
Or  thy  affection  cannot  hold  the  bent : 
For  women  are  as  roses ;  whose  fair  flower. 
Being  once  display'd,  doth  fall  tliat  very  hour. 

Fio.   And  so  they  are :  alas,  that  they  are  so  3 
To  die^  even  when  they  to  perfection  grow ! 

Rc'enter  Curio,  atid  Cloiun, 

Duke.  O    fellow,  •  come,    the    song  we  ha(l  Jart- 
night:  — 
Mark  it^  Cesarioj  it  is  old^  and  plain: 
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The  spinsters  and  the  knitters  in  the  sun, 

And  tlie  free  maids,  that  weave  their  thread  with  bones. 

Do  use  to  ghaunt  itj  it  is  silly  sooth. 

And  dallies  witli  the  innocence  of  love. 

Like  the  old  age. 

CIo.   Are  you  ready,  sir? 

Dtikc.  Ay  3  pr'ythee,  sing.  [Muskh 

SONG. 

Clo.     Come  axcay^  come  aii\y,  death, 
Jnd  in  sad  cypress  let  me  be  laid; 

Fly  wxay^fiy  away,  breath; 
I  am  slain  by  a  fair  cruel  maid. 
My  shroud  of  white,  stuck  all  with  yew, 

0,  prepare  it; 
My  part  of  death  no  one  so  true 
Did  share  it. 
Not  afiower,  not  a  flower  sweet. 
On  mil  black  cofin  let  there  be  stroxcn; 

Not  a  friend,  not  a  friend  greet 
Mil  poor  corpse,  where  my  bones  shall  be  thrown: 
A  thousand  thousand  sighs  to  save. 

Lay  me,  0,  where 
Sad  trve  lover  nccrfind  my  grave. 
To  weep  there. 

Duke.  There's  for  thy  pains. 

Clo.   No  pains,  sirj  I  take  pleasure  in  singing,  sir. 

Duke.  I'll  pay  thy  pleasure  dien. 


WHAT  YOU  WILL.  177 

C.lo.  Tml}'j  sirj  and  pleasure  will  be  paid,  one  time 
or  anotlier. 

Duke.   Give  me  now  leave  to  leave  tliee. 

Clo.  Now,  tlie  melancholy  god  protect  tliee  ;  and 
the  tailor  make  tliy  doublet  of  changeable  tafFata,  for 
thy  mind  is  a  very  opaP' ! — I  would  have  men  of  such 
constancy  put  to  sea,  that  tlieir  business  might  be 
every  thing,  and  tlieir  intent  every  where  -,  for  that's 
it,  that  always  makes  a  good  voyage  of  nothing. — 
Farewel.  \_Exit  Clown. 

Duke.  Let  all  the  rest  give  place. 

[^Exeunt  Curio  and  Attendants. 
Once  more,  Cesario, 
Get  thee  to  yon'  same  sovereign  cruelty  : 
Tell  her,  my  love,  more  noble  than  the  world. 
Prizes  not  quantity  of  dirty  lands  j 
The  parts  that  fortune  hath  bestow'd  upon  her. 
Tell  her,  I  hold  as  giddily  as  fortune  j 
But  'tis  that  miracle,  and  queen  of  gems, 
That  nature  pranks  her  in,  attracts  my  soul. 

Vio.   But,  if  she  cannot  love  you,  sir  ? 

Duke.   I  cannot  be  so  answer' d. 

Vio.  'Sootli,  but  you  must. 

Say,  that  some  lady,  as,  perhaps,  there  is. 
Hath  for  your  love  as  great  a  pang  of  heart 
As  you  have  for  Olivia  :  you  cannot  love  her  j 
You  tell  her  so  ;  Must  she  not  then  be  answer' d  ? 

Duke.  There  is  no  woman's  sides. 
Can  bide  the  beating  of  so  sti'ong  a  passion 
As  love  doth  give  my  heart ;  no  woman's  heart 

VOL.  II.  O 
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So  big,  to  hold  so  much  3  they  lack  retention. 

Alas,  tlieir  love  may  be  call'd  appetite, —  i 

No  motion  of  die  liver,  but  the  palate, — 

That  suffer  surfeit,  cloyment,  and  revolt  3 

But  mine  is  all  as  hungry  as  tlie  sea. 

And  can  digest  as  much  :  make  no  compare 

Between  that  love  a  v^oman  can  bear  me. 

And  that  I  owe  Olivia. 

Vio.  Ay,  but  I  know, — 

Duke.  What  dost  tliou  know  ? 

Vio.   Too  well  what  love  women  to  men  may  owe  : 
In  faith,  they  are  as  time  of  heart  as  we. 
My  father  had  a  daughter  lov'd  a  man. 
As  it  might  be,  perhaps,  were  I  a  woman, 
I  should  your  lordship. 

Duke.  And  what's  her  histor}'  ? 

Vio.  A  blank,  my  lord  :   She  never  told  her  love. 
But  let  concealment,  like  a  worm  i'the  bud. 
Feed  on  her  damask  cheek  :  she  pin'd  in  thought  3 
And,  with  a  green  and  yellow  melancholy. 
She  sat  like  patience  on  a  monument. 
Smiling  at  grief.     Was  not  this  love,  indeed  } 
We  men  may  say  more,  swear  more  :  but,  indeed. 
Our  shows  are  more  than  will  3  for  still  we  prove 
Much  in  our  vows,  but  little  in  our  love. 

Di/ke.   But  dy'd  thy  sister  of  her  love,  my  boy  ? 

Vio.    I  am  all  the  daughters  of  my  father's  house. 
And  all  the  brothers  too^-  3 — and  yet  I  know  not :  — 
Sir,  shall  I  to  tiiis  lady  ? 

Duke.  Ay,  that's  the  theme. 
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To  her  in  haste ;  give  her  this  jewel ;  say. 

My  love  can  give  no  place^  bide  no  denay.      [Exeu?Lf. 

SCENE  V. 

Olivias  Garden. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  Belch,   Sir  Ax  drew  Ague- 
cheek,  ffwJ  Fabiax. 

Sir  To.   Come  tliy  ways,  signior  Fabian, 

Fah.  Nay,  I'll  come ;  if  I  lose  a  scRiple  of  this 
sport,  let  me  be  boil'd  to  death  with  melancholy. 

Sir  To.  Would'st  thou  not  be  glad  to  have  tlie 
niggardly  rascally  sheep-biter  come  by  some  notable 
shame  ? 

Fab.  I  would  exult,  man  :  you  know,  he  brought 
me  out  of  favour  with  my  lady,  about  a  bear-baiting 
here. 

Sir  To.  To  anger  him,  we'll  have  tlie  bear  again  ^ 
and  we  will  fool  him  black  and  blue  :  —  Shall  we  not, 
sh  Andrew  ? 

Sir  And.   An  we  do  not,  it  is  pity  of  our  lives. 

Enter  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Here  comes  tlie  little  villain  :  — How  now, 
my  nettle  of  India  ^^  ? 

3Iar.  Get  ye  all  tliree  into  the  box-tree  :  Mal- 
volio's  coming  down  this  walk  j  he  has  been  yonder 
i'the  sun,  practising  behaviour  to  his  own  shadow, 
this  half  hour  :  observe  him,  for  the  love  of  mockery  ^ 
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for,  I  know,  this  letter  will  make  a  contemplative  ideot 
of  him.  Close,  in  tlie  name  of  jesting  !  [llie  men 
hide  themselves. ~\  Lie  thou  there  ;  \throii:s  doxvu  a  letter.'] 
for  here  comes  the  trout  tliat  must  be  caught  with 
tickling.  [Exit  Maria. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  Tis  but  fortune  ;  all  is  fortune.  Maria  once 
told  me,  she  did  affect  me  :  and  I  have  heard  herself 
come  thus  near,  that,  should  she  fancy,  it  should  be 
one  of  my  complexion.  Besides,  she  uses  me  with  a 
more  exalted  respect,  than  any  one  else  that  follows 
her.     What  should  I  think  on't  ? 

Sir  To.  Here's  an  over- weening  rogue  ! 

Fab.  O,  peace!  Contemplation  makes  a  rare  tur- 
key-cock of  him ;  how  he  jets  under  his  advanced 
plumes ! 

Sir  And.    'Slight,  I  could  so  beat  the  rogue  : — 

Sir  To.    Peace,  I  say. 

Mat.   To  be  count  Malvolio  3  — 

Sir  To.  Ah,  rogue  ! 

Sir  And.    Pistol  him,  pistol  him  ! 

Sir  To.  Peace,  peace  ! 

j\[al.  There  is  example  for't ;  the  lady  of  the 
strachy  ^^  married  the  yeoman  of  tlie  wardrobe. 

Sir  And.    Fie  on  him,  Jezebel ! 

Fab.  O,  peace  !  now  he's  deeply  in ;  look,  how 
imagination  blows  him. 

Ma/.  Having  been  three  months  married  to  her, 
sitting  in  my  state^— 
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Sir  To.   O,  for  a  stone -bow,  to  hit  him  in  the  eye ! 

Mai.  CaUing  my  officers  about  me,  in  my  branch'd 
velvet  gown ;  having  come  from  a  day-bed,  where  I 
have  left  Olivia  sleeping  : 

Sir  To.  Fire  and  brimstone  ! 

Fab.  O,  peace,  peace  ! 

Mai.  And  then  to  have  the  humour  of  state  :  and 
after  a  demure  travel  of  regard, — telling  them,  I  know 
my  place,  as  I  would  they  should  do  tlieirs, — to  ask 
for  my  kinsman  Toby  : 

Sir  To.   Bolts  and  shackles  ! 

Fab.   O,  peace,  peace,  peace  !  now,  now. 

Mai.  Seven  of  my  people,  witli  an  obedient  start, 
make  out  for  him  :  I  frown  the  while ;  and,  per- 
chance, wind  up  my  watch,  or  play  witli  some  rich 
jewel.     Toby  approaches  5  court'sies  there  to  me  : 

Sir  To.   Shall  this  fellow  live  ? 

Fab.  Thous;h  our  silence  be  drawn  from  us  with 
cars^^,  yet  peace. 

Mai.  I  extend  my  hand  to  him  thus,  quenching  my 
familiar  smile  with  an  austere  regard  of  control : 

Sir  To.  And  does  not  Toby  take  you  a  blow  o'tlie 
lips  then  ? 

Mai.  Saying,  Cousin  Toby,  my  fortunes  having  cast 
me  on  your  niece,  give  me  this  prerogative  of  speech; — 

Sir  To.   What,  what  ? 

Mai.  You  must  amend  your  drunkenness. 

Sir  To.   Out,  scab  ! 

Fah,  Nay,  patience,  or  we  break  the  sinews  of  oi\r 
plot. 
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Mai.  Besides,  you  waste  the  treasure  of  your  time 
ivith  a  foolish  knight ; 

Sir  And.  That's  me,  I  warrant  you. 

Mai.   One  Sir  Andrew  : 

Sir  And.  I  knew,  'twas  I ;  for  many  do  call  me  fool. 

Mai.  What  employment  have  we  here  ? 

[Taking  up  the  letter. 

Fab.    Now  is  the  woodcock  near  the  gin. 

Sir  To.  O,  peace  !  and  the  spirit  of  humours  in- 
timate reading  aloud  to  him  ! 

Mai.  By  my  life,  this  is  my  lady's  hand  :  these  be 
her  veiy  C's,  her  £/'s,  and  her  T's;  and  tlius  makes 
she  her  great  P's^^,  It  is,  in  contempt  of  question, 
her  hand. 

Sir  And.  Her  C's,  her  Z7's,  and  her  T's :  Why 
that? 

Mai.  [reads-l  To  the  unknown  beloved,  this,  and  my 
good  icishes:  her  very  phrases  ! — By  your  leave,  wax. 
—  Soft!— and  the  impressure  her  Lucrece,  with  which 
she  uses  to  seal :  'tis  my  lady  :  To  whom  should  this 
be? 

Fab.  This  wins  him,  liver  and  all. 

Mai.    [_reads.'\  Joie  knows,  I  love  : 

But  who  ? 
Lips  do  not  more. 
No  man  must  know. 
No  man  muU  know. — What  follows  ?   the  numbers 
altered! — No  man  must   knjw : — If  tliis    should   be 
thee,  Malvolio  ? 

Sir  To.  Marry,  hang  thee,  brock  ! 
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Mai.   I  may  command,  where  T  adore : 

But  silence,  like  a  Lucrece  knife. 
With  bloodless  stroke  my  heart  doth  gore  ; 
M,  O,  A,  I,  doth  suay  my  life. 

Fab.   A  fustian  riddle  ! 

Sir  To.    Excellent  wench,  say  I. 

Mai.  M,  0,  A,  /,  doth  sway  my  life. — Nay,  but  first, 
let  me  see, — let  me  see, — let  me  see. 

Fab.   What  a  dish  of  poison  has  she  dress'd  him  ! 

Sir  To.  And  with  what  wing  the  stannyel  ^^  checks 
at  it! 

Mai.  I  may  command  where  I  adore.  Why,  she 
may  command  me ;  I  serve  her,  she  is  my  lady. 
Why,  diis  is  evident  to  any  formal  capacity.  There  is 
no  obstruction  in  tliis  3 — And  tlie  end  5 — What  should 
that  alphabetical  position  portend  ?  if  I  could  make 
that  resemble  something  in  me, — Softly  I  — M,  0, 
^,  I.— 

Sir  To.  O,  ay  !  make  up  tliat : — he  is  now  at  a  cold 
scent. 

Fab.  Sowter  will  cry  upon't,  for  all  tliis,  though  it 
be  as  rank  as  a  fox  ^^ 

Mai.  Mj — Malvolio  3  —M, — why,  that  begins  my 
name. 

Fab.  Did  not  I  say,  he  would  work  it  out  ?  the  cur 
•is  excellent  at  faults. 

Mai.  M, — But  then  there  is  no  consonancy  in  the 
sequel ;  tliat  suffers  under  probation  :  A  should  follow, 
but  0  does. 

Fab.  And  0  shall  end,  I  hope. 


164  TWELFTH-NIGHT:  OTx, 

Sir  To.  Ay,  or  I'll  cudgel  him,  and  make  him 
cry,  0. 

Mai.   And  then  I  comes  behind. 

Fab.  Ay,  an  you  had  any  eye  behind  you,  you  might 
see  more  detraction  at  your  heels,  than  fortunes  be- 
fore you. 

Mai.  M,  0,  A,  I ; — This  simulation  is  not  as  the 
former  : — and  yet,  to  crush  this  a  little,  it  would  bow 
to  me,  for  every  one  of  these  letters  are  in  my  name. 
Soft ;  here  follows  prose. — If  tJm  fall  into  thy  handy 
revolve.  In  my  stars  I  am  above  thee  ;  but  be  not  afraid 
of  greatness :  Some  are  born  great,  some  atchieve  great- 
ness, and  some  have  greatness  thrust  upon  them.  Thy 
fates  open  their  hands  ;  let  thy  blood  and  spirit  embrace 
them.  And,  to  inure  thyself  to  vohat  thou  art  like  to  be, 
cast  thy  humble  sloughy  and  appear  fresh.  Be  opposite 
•with  a  kinsman,  surly  with  servants :  let  thy  tongue 
tang  arguments  of  state ;  put  thyself  into  the  trick  of 
si7igularity  :  She  thus  advises  thee,  that  sigks  for  thee, 
lie/nemher  uho  commended  thy  yellow  stockings ;  and 
wished  to  see  thee  ever  cross-garter  d :  I  say,  rcviember. 
Go  to  ;  thou  art  made,  if  thou  dcsircst  to  be  so ;  if  not, 
let  me  see  thee  a  steward  still,  the  fellow  of  servants,  and 
not  worthy  to  touch  fortune's  fngers.  Farewel.  She, 
that  would  alter  services  with  thee, 

The  fortunate-unhappy. 
Day-light  and  champian  discovers  not  more :  this  is 
open.  I  will  be  proud,  I  will  read  politic  authors,  I 
will  bafllle  Sir  Toby,  I  will  wash  off  gross  acquaint- 
ance, I  will  be  point-de-vicc,  tlie  very  man  ^^.     I  do 
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not  now  fool  myself,  to  let  imagination  jade  me  ;  for 
every  reason  excites  to  this,  that  my  lady  loves  me. 
She  did  commend  my  yellow  stockings  of  late,  she 
did  praise  my  leg  being  cross- garter' d  3  and  in  this  she 
manifests  herself  to  my  love,  and,  with  a  kind  of  in- 
junction, drives  me  to  these  habits  of  her  liking.  I 
thank  my  stars,  I  am  happy.  I  will  be  strange,  stout, 
in  yellow  stockings^  and  cross-garter'd,  even  with 
the  swiftness  of  putting  on.  Jove,  and  my  stars  be 
praised ! — Here  is  yet  a  postscript,  Thou  canst  not 
choose  but  know  who  I  am.  If  thou  enterta'mest  my  love, 
let  it  appear  in  thy  smiling ;  thy  smiles  hecoine  thee  well  : 
therefore  in  my  presence  still  smile,  dear  my  sweet,  I 
pr'ythec. — Jove,  I  thank  thee. — I  will  smile  3  I  will 
do  every  tiling  that  thou  wilt  have  me.  [Exit, 

Fab.  I  will  not  give  my  part  of  this  sport  for  a 
pension  of  thousands  to  be  paid  from  the  Sophy. 

Sir  To.  I  could  marry  this  wench  for  this  device  ; 

Sir  And.    So  could  I  too. 

Sir  To.  And  ask  no  other  dowry  with  her,  but 
such  another  jest. 

Enter  Maria. 

Sir  And.    Nor  I  neither. 
Fab.  Here  comes  my  noble  gull-catcher. 
Sir  To.  Wilt  thou  set  thy  foot  o'my  neck? 
Sir  And.    Or  o'mine  either  ? 

Sir  To.  Shall  I  play  my  freedom  at  tray-trip  ^^^  and 
become  thy  bond-slave  ? 

Sir  And.   I'faidi,  or  I  either  ? 
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Sir  To.  Why,  thou  hast  put  him  in  such  a  di-eam, 
tliat,  when  the  image  of  it  leaves  him,  he  must  run 
mad. 

3Iar.   Nay,  but  say  true  j  does  it  work  upon  him  ? 

Si7'  To.   Like  aqua-vitae  witli  a  midwife. 

Mar.  If  you  will  tlien  see  the  fruits  of  tlie  sport, 
mark  his  first  approach  before  my  lady  :  he  will  come 
to  her  in  yellow  stockings,  and  'tis  a  colour  she  ab- 
hors ;  and  cross-garter'd,  a  fashion  she  detests  j  and 
he  will  smile  upon  her,  which  will  now  be  so  unsuit- 
able to  her  disposition,  being  addicted  to  a  melancholy 
as  she  is,  tliat  it  cannot  but  turn  him  into  a  notable 
contempt :  if  you  will  see  it,  follow  me. 

Sir  To.  To  the  gates  of  Tartar,  tliou  most  excel- 
lent devil  of  wit ! 
.    Sir  And.   I'll  make  one  too.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT  III.     SCENE  I. 

Olhia's  Garden, 

Enter  Viola,  and  Chun,  xvith  a  tabor. 

Vio.  Save  thee,  friend,  and  thy  musick :  Dost  tliou 
live  by  tliy  tabor  ? 

Clo.   No,  sir,  I  live  by  tlie  church. 

Vio.  Art  thou  a  churchman  ? 

Clo.  No  such  matter,  sir  j  I  do  live  by  the  church  : 
for  I  do  live  at  my  house,  and  my  house  doth  stand 
by  the  church. 

Vio.  So  thou  may'st  say,  the  king  lies  by  a  beggar, 
if  a  beggar  dwell  near  him  :  or,  the  church  stands  by 
thy  tabor,  if  tliy  tabor  stand  by  the  church. 

Clo.  You  have  said,  sir. — To  see  this  age ! — A  sen- 
tence is  but  a  cheveril  glove  "^^  to  a  good  wit. 5  How 
quickly  the  wrong  side  may  be  turned  outv,'ard  ! 

Vio.  Nay,  tliat's  certain  -,  they,  that  dally  nicely 
witli  words,  may  quickly  make  them  wanton. 

Clo.  I  would  therefore,  my  sister  had  had  no  name, 
sir. 

Vio.  Why,  man  ? 

Clo.  Why,  sir,  her  name's  a  word  5  and  to  dally 
with  that  word,  might  make  my  sister  wanton  :  But, 
indeed,  words  are  very  rascals,  since  bonds  disgrace 
them. 

Vio,  Thy  reason,  man  ? 
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Clo,  Troth,  sir,  I  can  yield  you  none  witlioiit 
words }  and  words  are  grown  so  false,  I  am  loth  to 
prove  reason  with  them. 

Vio.  I  warrant,  tliou  art  a  merry  fellow,  and  carest 
for  nothing. 

Clo.  Not  so,  sir,  I  do  care  for  something  :  bnt  in 
my  conscience,  sir,  I  do  not  care  for  you  5  if  that  be 
to  care  for  nothing,  sir,  I  would  it  would  make  you 
invisible. 

Vio.  Art  thou  not  the  lady  Olivia's  fool  ? 

Clo.  No,  indeed,  sir  3  the  lady  Olivia  has  no  folly  : 
she  will  keep  no  fool,  sir,  till  she  be  married ;  and 
fools  are  as  like  husbands,  as  pilchards  are  to  herrings, 
tlie  husband's  the  bigger  :  I  am,  indeed,  not  her  fool, 
but  her  corrupter  of  words. 

Vio.   I  saw  thee  late  at  the  count  Orsino's. 

Clo.  Foolery,  sir,  does  walk  about  tlie  orb,  like 
the  sun  3  it  shines  every  where.  I  would  be  sorry, 
sir,  but  the  fool  should  be  as  oft  with  your  master, 
as  with  my  mistress :  I  think,  I  saw  your  wisdom 
there. 

Vio.  Nay,  an  thou  pass  upon  me,  I'll  no  more  widi 
thee.     Hold,  there's  expences  for  thee. 

Clo.  Now  Jove,  in  his  next  commodity  of  hair^ 
send  thee  a  beard  ! 

Vio.  By  my  troth,  I'll  tell  thee  ;  I  am  almost  sick 
for  one  j  though  I  would  not  have  it  grow  on  my 
chin.     Is  thy  lady  within  ? 

Clo.   Would  not  a  pair  of  these  have  bred,  sir  ? 

Vio.  Yes,  being  kept  together,  and  put  to  use. 
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Clo,  I  would  play  lord  Pandarus  of  Phiy-gia,  sir^  to 
bring  a  Cressida  to  this  Troilus. 

Via.  I  understand  you,  sir ;  'tis  well  begg'd. 

Clo,  The  matter,,  I  hope,  is  not  great,  sir,  begging 
but  a  beggar ;  Cressida  was  a  beggar.  My  lady  is 
within,  sir.  I  will  construe  to  them  whence  you 
come  J  who  you  are,  and  what  you  would,  are  out  of 
my  welkin :  I  might  say,  element ;  but  the  word  is 
over- worn.  [Exit, 

Vio.  This  fellow's  wise  enough  to  play  tlie  fool  j 
And,  to  do  that  well,  craves  a  kind  of  wit : 
He  must  observe  tlieir  mood  on  whom  he  jests. 
The  quality  of  persons,  and  the  time  ; 
And,  like  the  haggard  '*'^,  check  at  every  feather 
That  comes  before  his  eye.     This  is  a  practice. 
As  full  of  laboui*  as  a  wise  man's  art : 
For  folly,  tliat  he  wisely  shows,  is  fit  3 
But  wise  men,  folly-fallen,  quite  taint  their  wit. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  Belch,  aiid  Sir  Andrew  Ague- 

CIIEEK. 

Sir  To.   Save  you,  gentleman. 

Vio.   And  you,  sir. 

Sir  And.   Dieu  vous  garde,  monsieur. 

Vio.   Et  von.%  aussi ;  voire  senifenr. 

Sir  And.   I  hope,  sir,  you  are ;  and  I  am  yours. 

Sir  To.  Will  you  encounter  the  house  ?  my  niece 
is  desirous  you  should  enter,  if  your  trade  be  to  her. 

Vio.  I  am  bound  to  your  niece,  sir  :  I  mean,  she  is 
the  list  ^'^  of  my  voyage. 
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Sir  To.   Taste  your  legs,  sir,  put  them  to  motion. 

Via.  My  legs  do  better  understand  me,  sir,  tlian  I 
understand  what  you  mean  by  bidding  me  taste  my 
legs. 

Sir  To.   I  mean,  to  go,  sir,  to  enter. 

Via.  I  will  answer  you  with  gait  and  enti-ance : 
But  we  are  prevented. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Ma m  a  . 

Most  excellent  accomplish' d  lady,  the  heavens  rain 
odours  on  you  ! 

Sir  And.  That  youth's  a  rare  courtier!  Rain  odours!- 
well. 

Via.  My  matter  hatli  no  voice,  lady,  but  to  your 
own  most  pregnant  and  vouchsafed  ear. 

Sir  And.  Odours,  pregnant,  and  xouchsafed : — I'll 
get  'em  all  tliree  ready. 

Oil.  Let  the  garden  door  be  shut,  and  leave  me  to 
my  hearing. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Tohy,  Sir  Andrev:,  and  Maria. 
Give  me  your  hand,  ^ir. 

Vio.  "iNIy  dutv,  madam,  and  most  humble  service. 

on.  What  is  yom'  name  ? 

Vio.  Cesario  is  your  servant's  name,  fair  princess. 

Oli.   My  servant,  sir  !  'Tv^as  never  merry  world,.   • 
Since  lowly  feigning  was  call'd  compliment : 
You  are  servant  to  the  count  Orsino,  youtli. 
•  Vio.   And  he  is  youi's,  and  his  must  needs  be  yours/ 
Your  servant's  servant  is  your  servant,  madam. 
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Oil.  For  him^  I  think  not  on  him:  for  his  thoughts, 
'Would  they  were  blanks,  rather  than  fill'd  w  ith  me  ! 

P^io.   Madam,  I  come  to  whet  your  gentle  tlioiights 
On  his  behalf:  — 

Oli.  O,  by  yom*  leave,  I  pray  you  j 

I  bade  you  never  speak  again  of  him  : 
But,  would  you  undertake  another  suit, 
I  had  rather  hear  you  to  solicit  tliat. 
Than  musick  from  the  spheres. 

Vio.  Dear  lady, 

Oli.   Give  me  leave,  I  beseech  you :  I  did  send. 
After  the  last  enchantment  you  did  here, 
A  ring  in  chase  of  you  3  so  did  I  abuse 
Myself,  my  serv^ant,  and,  I  fear  me,  you  : 
Under  your  hard  construction  must  I  sit. 
To  force  that  on  you,  in  a  shameful  cunning. 
Which  you  knew  none  of  yours :  What  might  you 

tliink  ? 
Have  you  not  set  mine  honour  at  the  stake. 
And  baited  it  witli  all  tlie  unmuzzled  thoughts 
That  tyrannous  heart  can  think  ?     To  one  of  your 

receiving 
Enough  is  shewn  3  a  Cyprus,  not  a  bosom. 
Hides  my  poor  heart :  So  let  me  hear  you  speak. 

Via.   I  pity  you. 

OIL  That's  a  decree  to  love. 

Vio.   No,  not  a  grise'** ;  for  'tis  a  vulgar  proof, 
That  very  oft  we  pity  enemies. 

Oli.  Why,  tlien,  me  thinks,  'tis  time  to  smile  again  : 
O  world,  how  apt  the  poor  are  to  be  proud  ! 
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If  one  should  be  a  prey,  how  much  tlie  better 

To  fall  before  the  lion,  than  the  wolf!     [Clock  strilces. 

The  clock  upbraids  nme  with  the  waste  of  time. — 

Be  not  afraid,  good  youth,  I  will  not  have  you  : 

And  yet,  when  wit  and  youth  is  come  to  hai*vest. 

Your  wife  is  like  to  reap  a  proper  man  : 

There  lies  your  way,  due  west. 

Via.  Then  westward-hoe : 

Grace,  and  good  disposition  'tend  your  ladyship  ! 
You'll  notliing,  madam,  to  my  lord  by  me  ? 

on.    Stay: 
I  pr'ytliee,  tell  me,  what  thou  think'st  of  me. 

Vio.   That  you  do  think,  you  are  not  what  you  are. 

on.  If  I  think  so,  I  think  the  same  of  you. 

Vio.  Then  think  you  right  3  I  am  not  what  I  am. 

Oil.    I  would,  you  were  as  I  would  have  you  be  ! 

Vio.  Would  it  be  better,  madam,  than  I  am, 
I  wish  it  might  3  for  now  I  am  your  fool. 

OU.  O,  what  a  deal  of  scorn  looks  beautiful 
In  the  contempt  and  anger  of  his  lip  ! 
-A  murd'rous  guilt  shows  not  itself  more  soon 
Than  love  that  would  seem  hid  :  love's  night  is  noon, 
Cesario,  by  tlie  roses  of  the  spring. 
By  maidhood,  honour,  trutli,  and  exexy  thing, 
I  love  thee  so,  that,  maugre  all  thy  pride. 
Nor  wit,  nor  reason,  can  my  passion  hide. 
Do  not  extort  tliy  reasons  from  this  clause. 
For,  that  I  woo,  thou  tlierefore  hast  no  cause  : 
But,  ratlier,  reason  thus  with  reason  fetter  : 
Love  sought  is  good^  but  given  unsought,  is  better. 
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Vio.   By  innocence  I  swear,  and  by  my  youth, 
I  have  one  heart,  one  bosom,  and  one  truth. 
And  tliat  no  woman  has  ;  nor  never  none 
Shall  mistress  be  of  it,  save  I  alone. 
And  so  adieu,  good  madam  j  never  more 
Will  I  my  master's  tears  to  you  deplore. 

Oil.  Yet  come  again :    for  thou,  perhaps,  may'st 
move 
That  heart,  which  now  abhors^  to  like  his  love. 

[Exevnf, 

SCENE  IT. 

A  Room  in  Olivias  Hovse, 

Enter  Sir  Toby  Belch,   Sir  Andrew  Ague- 
cheek,  and  Fabian. 

Sir  And.   No,  faith,  I'll  not  stay  a  jot  longer. 

Sir  To.   Thy  reason,  dear  venom,  give  thy  reason. 

Fab.  You  must  needs  yield  your  reason,  sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  Marry,  I  saw  your  niece  do  more  favours 
to  the  count's  serving  man,  than  ever  she  bestowed 
upon  me  3   I  saw't  i'the  orchard. 

Sir  To.  Did  she  see  thee  the  while,  old  boy  ?  tell 
me  that. 

Sir  And.   As  plain  as  I  see  you  now.     ' 

Fnl).  This  was  a  great  argument  of  love  in  her  to- 
ward you.  . 

Sir  And.  'Slight !  will  you  make  an  ass  o'  me  ?    '^ 

VOL.  II.  P 
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Fah,  I  will  prove  it  legitimate,  sir,  upon  the  oaths 
of  judgement  and  reason. 

Sir  To.  And  they  have  been  grand  jury-men,  since 
before  Noah  was  a  sailor. 

Tab.  She  did  show  favour  to  the  youth  in  your 
sight,  only  to  exasperate  you,  to  awake  your  dormouse 
valour,  to  put  fire  in  your  heart,  and  brimstone  in 
your  liver  :  You  should  then  have  accosted  her  5  and 
with  some  excellent  jests,  fire-new  from  the  mint, 
you  should  have  bang'd  the  youth  into  dumbness. 
This  was  look'd  for  at  your  hand,  and  this  was  baulk'd : 
tlie  double  gilt  of  this  opportunity  you  let  time  wash 
off,  and  you  are  now  sailed  into  tlie  nortli  of  my  lady's 
opinion ;  where  you  will  hang  like  an  icicle  on  a 
Dutchman's  beard,  unless  you  do  redeem  it  by  some 
laudable  attempt,  either  of  valour,  or  policy. 

Sir  And.  And't  be  any  way,  it  must  be  with  va- 
lour 3  for  policy  I  hate  :  I  had  as  lief  be  a  Brownisf*^, 
as  a  politician. 

Sir  To.  Why  then,  build  me  thy  fortunes  upon 
the  basis  of  valour.  Challenge  me  the  count's  youth 
to  fight  with  him  j  hurt  him  in  eleven  places ;  my 
niece  shall  take  note  of  it :  and  assure  thyself,  tliere 
is  no  love-broker  in  the  world  can  more  prevail  in 
man's  commendation  witli  woman,  tlian  report  of 
valour. 

Fab.   Tliere  is  no  way  but  this,  sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  Will  either  of  you  bear  me  a  challenge  to 
him  ? 
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Sir  To.  Go,  uTite  it  in  a  martial  hand  j  be  curst 
find  brief  j  it  is  no  matter  how  witty,  so  it  be  elo- 
quent, and  full  of  invention  :  taunt  him  with  tlie  li- 
cence of  ink  :  if  thou  t/iou' st  him  some  thrice,  it  shall 
not  be  amiss ;  and  as  many  lies  as  will  lie  in  tliy  sheet 
of  paper,  although  the  sheet  were  big  enough  for  the 
bed  of  Ware  in  England,  set  'em  down  ;  go,  about  it. 
Let  there  be  gall  enough  in  thy  ink ;  tliough  thou 
wi^ite  with  a  goose-pen,  no  matter  :  About  it. 

Sir  And.  Where  shall  I  find  you  ? 

Sir  To.   We'll  call  thee  at  the  cubiculo  :  Go. 

[^Exit  Sir  Andrew. 

Tab.  This  is  a  dear  manikin  to  you,  sir  Toby. 

Sir  To,  I  have  been  dear  to  him,  lad ;  some  two 
thousand  strong,  or  so. 

Fab.  We  shall  have  a  rare  letter  from  him :  but 
you'll  not  deliver  it. 

Sir  To.  Never  trust  me  then ;  and  by  all  means  stir 
on  the  youth  to  an  answer.  I  think,  oxen  and  wain- 
ropes  cannot  hale  them  together.  For  Andrew,  if  he 
were  open'd,  and  you  find  so  much  blood  in  his  liver 
as  will  clog  the  foot  of  a  flea,  I'll  eat  the  rest  of  tlie 
anatomy. 

Fab.  And  his  opposite,  the  youth,  bears  in  his  vi- 
sage no  great  presage  of  cruelty. 

jEw^er  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Look,  where  the  youngest  wren  of  nine 
comes. 

Mar,  If  you  desire  the  spleen,  and  will  laugh  your- 
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selves  into  stitches,  follow  me  :  yon'  gull  Malvolio  is 
turned  heathen,  a  very  renegado ;  for  there  is  no 
Christian,  that  means  to  be  sav'd  by  believing  rightly, 
can  ever  believe  such  impossible  passages  of  grossness. 
He's  in  yellow  stockings. 

Si  J'  To.   And  cross-garter'd  ? 

Mar.  Most  villainously ;  like  a  pedant  that  keeps  a 
school  i'the  church. — I  have  dogg'd  him,  like  his 
murderer  :  He  does  obey  every  point  of  the  letter  that 
I  dropp'd  to  betray  him.  He  does  smile  his  face  into 
more  lines,  than  are  in  the  new  map,  with  the  aug- 
mentation of  the  Indies :  you  have  not  seen  such  a 
tiling  as  'tis ;  I  can  hardly  forbear  hurling  things  at 
him.  I  know,  my  lady  will  strike  him  -,  if  she  do, 
he'll  smile,  and  take't  for  a  great  favour. 

Sir  To.   Come,  bring  us,  bring  us  where  he  is. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III, 

A  Street. 

jBw^er  Antonio  fl«d  Sebastian. 

Seh.    I  would  not,  by  my  mhII,  have  troubled  you ; 
But,  since  you  make  your  pleasure  of  your  pains, 
I  will  no  further  chide  you. 

Ant.    I  could  not  stay  behind  you  ;  my  desire. 
More  sharp  than  filed  steel,  did  spur  me  forth  j 
And  not  all  love  to  see  you,  (though  so  much. 
As  might  have  drawn  one  to  a  longer  voyage,) 
But  jealousy  what  might  befall  j-our  travel. 
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Being  skilless  in  these  parts  5  which  to  a  stranger^ 
Unguided,  and  unfriended,  often  prove  »  " 

Rough  and  unhospitable  :  My  willing  love, 
1  he  rather  by  these  arguments  of  fear. 
Set  forth  in  your  pursuit. 

Seb.  My  kind  Antonio, 

I  can  no  other  answer  make,  but,  thanks. 
And  thanks,  and  ever  thanks  :  Often  good  turns 
Are  shuffled  off  with  such  uncurrent  pay  : 
But,  were  my  worth,  as  is  my  conscience,  firm. 
You  should  find  better  dealing.     What's  to  do  ? 
Shall  we  go  see  tlie  reliques  of  this  town  ? 

wlnt.    To-morrow,   sir,    best,   first,    go  see  your 
lodging. 

Seb.   I  am  not  weary,  and  'tis  long  to  night  3 
I  pray  you,  let  us  satisfy  our  eyes 
Witli  tlie  memorials,  and  the  things  of  fame. 
That  do  renown  tliis  city. 

^fif.  'Would,  you'd  pardon  me ; 

I  do  not  without  danger  w^alk  these  streets  : 
Once,  in  a  sea-fight,  'gainst  the  Count  his  gallies, 
I  did  some  service  5  of  such  note,  indeed. 
That,  were  I  ta'en  here,  it  would  scarce  be  answer'd. 

Seb.  Belike,  you  slew  great  number  of  his  people. 

A?if,  The  offence  is  not  of  such  a  bloody  nature  j 
Albeit  the  quality  of  the  time,  and  quarrel. 
Might  well  have  given  us  bloody  argument. 
It  mFght  have  since  been  answer'd  in  repaying 
What  we  took  from  tliem ;  which,  for  traflick's  sake^ 
Most  of  our  city  did  :  only  myself  stood  out : 
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For  which,  if  I  be  lapsed  in  this  place, 
I  shall  pay  dear. 

Seb.  Do  not  then  walk  too  open. 

Ant.  It  doth  not  fit  me.     Hold,  sir,  here's  tny 
purse : 
In  the  south  suburbs,  at  the  Elephant, 
Js  best  to  lodge :  I  will  bespeak  our  diet. 
Whiles  you  beguile  the  time,  and  feed  your  know- 
ledge - 
With  viewing  of  the  town  -,  there  shall  }'ou  have  me,; 

Seh.  Why  I  your  purse  ? 

Ant.  Haply,  your  eye  shall  light  upon  some  toy 
You  have  desire  to  purchase  3  and  your  store, 
I  think,  is  not  for  idle  markets,  sir. 

Seh. ,  I'll  be  your  purse-bearer,  and  leave  you  fot 
An  hour. 

A7it.        To  the  Elephant. — 

Seb,  I  do  remember. 

;  [Exeunt  t. 

SCENE  IV. 

Olivia's  Garden,  .    .' 

EnterOhiwiA  owrf Maria. 

on.   I  have  sent  after  him  :  He  says,  he'll  come  ^^ ; 
How  shall  I  feast  him  ?  what  bestow  on  him  ^ 
For  youth  is  bought  more  oft,  tlian  begg'd,  or  bor- 

row'd. 
I  speak  too  loud. 
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Where  is  Malvolio  ? — he  is  sad,  and  civil. 

And  suits  well  for  a  5er\'ant  with  my  fortunes  ) — 

Where  is  Malvolio  ? 

Mar,  He's  coming,  madam  } 

But  in  strange  manner.     He  is  sure  possess'd. 

Oil,   Why,  what's  die  matter  ?  does  he  rave  ? 

Mar.  No,  madam. 

He  does  nothing  but  smile  :  your  ladyship 
Were  best  have  guard  about  you,  if  he  come  5 
For,  sure,  the  man  is  tainted  in  his  wits. 

0/i.    Go  call  him  hitlier. — I'm  as  mad  as  he> 
If  sad  and  merry  madness  equal  be. — 

Enter  Malvolio. 

How  now,  Malvolio  ? 

Mai.   Sweet  lady,  ho,  ho, .         [Smiles  fantastically ^^ 

on.  Smil'stthou? 
I  sent  for  thee  upon  a  sad  occasion. 

Mai.  Sad,  lady  ?  I  could  be  sad  :  This  does  make 
some  obstruction  in  the  blood,  tliis  cross-gartering ; 
But  what  of  that  ?  if  it  please  the  eye  of  one,  it  is 
witli  me  as  tlie  very  true  somiet  is :  Please  oncj  and 
please  all. 

OIL  Why,  how  dost  thou,  man  ?  what  is  tlie  niat- 
ter  with  thee  ? 

MaL  Not  black  in  my  mind,  though  yellow  in  my 
legs :  It  did  come  to  his  hands,  and  commands  shall 
be  executed.  I  thinks  we  do  know  the  sweet  Roman 
hand. 
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OIL  Wilt  thou  go  to  bed,  Malvolio  ? 

Mai.  To  bed  ?  ay,  sweet-heart  3  and  I'll  come  to 
thee. 

Oli.  God  comfort  thee !  Why  dost  thou  smile  so^ 
and  kiss  thy  hand  so  oft  ? 

Mar.  How  do  you,  Malvolio  ? 

Mai.  At  your  request  ?  Yes  3  Nightingales  answer 
daws. 

Mar.  Why  appear  you  with  this  ridiculous  bold- 
ness before  my  lady  ? 

Mai.   Be  not  afraid  of  greatness : — 'Twas  well  writ. 

Oli.  What  meanest  tliou  by  that,  Malvolio  ? 

Mai.   Some  are  born  great j — 

on.   Ha? 

Mai.   Some  atchieve  greatness, — — 

Oli.   What  say' St  thou  ? 

Mai.   And  some  have  greatness  thrust  vpon  them^ 

Oli.  Heaven  restore  thee  ! 

Mai.   Rememhery  "who  commended  thy  yellow  stock" 


ings  y 


Oli.   Thy  yellow  stockings  ? 
Mai.  And  wished  to  see  thee  cross-garter' d. 
Oli.   Cross-garter'd  ? 

Mai.  Go  to :  thau  art  made,  if  thou  desirest  to  be 
so ; — 

Oli.  Am  I  made  ? 

Mai,  If  not,  let  me  see  thee  a  servant  still. 

Oli,  Why,  this  is  very  midsummer,  madness  *^. 
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Enter  Serf  ant. 


Ser.  Madam,  the  young  gentleman  of  the  count 
Orsino's  is  return'dj  I  could  hardly  entreat  him  back : 
he  attends  your  ladyship's  pleasure. 

OH.  I'll  come  to  him.  [Exit  Servant.']  Good 
Maria,  let  this  fellow  be  look'd  to.  Where's  my 
cousin  Toby  ?  Let  some  of  my  people  have  a  special 
care  of  him  5  I  would  not  have  him  miscarry  for  the 
half  of  my  dowry.  [Exeunt  Olivia  and  Maria. 

Mai.  Oh,  ho !  do  you  come  near  me  now  ?  no 
worse  man  than  sir  Toby  to  look  to  me  ?  This  concurs 
directly  with  the  letter :  she  sends  him  on  purpose, 
that  I  may  appear  stubborn  to  him ;  for  she  incites  me 
to  that  in  the  letter.  Cast  thy  humble  slough,  says  she; 
'—be  opposite  with  a  kinsman,  surly  with  servants, — let 
thy  tongue  tang  with  arguments  of  state, — put  thyself 

into  the  trick  of  singularity ; and,  consequently,  sets 

down  the  manner  how  3  as,  a  sad  face,  a  reverend 
carriage,  a  slow  tongue,  in  the  habit  of  some  sir  of 
note,  and  so  forth.  I  have  limed  her ;  but  it  is  Jove's 
doing,  and  Jove  make  me  thankful !  And,  when  she 
went  away  now.  Let  this  fellow  be  look'd  to :  Fellow! 
not  Mai  vol  io,  nor  after  my  degree,  but  fellow.  Why, 
every  thing  adheres  together;  that  no  dram  of  a 
scruple,  no  scruple  of  a  sciTiple,  no  obstacle,  no  in- 
credulous or  unsafe  circumstance, — What  can  be  said  ? 
Nothing,  that  can  be,  can  come  between  me  and  the 
full  prospect  of  my  hopes.  Well,  Jove^  not  I,  is  the 
doer  of  this,  and  he  is  to  be  tlianked. 
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Re-enter  Maria,   ivifh  Sir  Toby   Belch,   and 

Fabian. 

Sir  To.  Which  way  is  he,  in  the  name  of  sanctity? 
If  all  the  devils  in  hell- be  drawn  in  little,  and  Legion 
himself  possessed  him,  yet  Til  speak  to  him. 

Fab.  Here  he  is,  here  he  is  : — How  is't  with  you, 
sir  ?  how  is't  with  you,  man  ? 

Mai.  Go  off  3  I  discard  you ;  let  me  enjoy  my  pri- 
vate ;  go  off. 

Mar.  Lo,  how  hollow  the  fiend  speaks  within  him ! 
did  not  I  tell  you  ? — Sir  Toby,  my  lady  prays  you  to 
have  a  care  of  him. 

Mai,  Ah,  ha !  does  she  so  ? 

Sir  To.  Go  to,  go  toj  peace,  peace,  we  must  deal 
gently  with  him  ;  let  me  alone.  How  do  you,  Mal- 
volio  ?  how  is't  with  you  ?  What,  man !  defy  the 
devil :  consider,  he's  an  enemy  to  mankind. 

Mai.  Do  you  know  what  you  say  ? 

Mar.  La  you,  an  you  speak  ill  of  tlie  devil,  how  he 
takes  it  at  heart !  Pray  God,  he  be  not  bewitch'd  ! 

Fab.  Carry  his  water  to  the  wise  woman. 

Mar.  Marry,  and  it  shall  be  done  to-morrow  mom* 
ing,  if  I  live.     My  lady  would  not  lose  him  for  more 
tlian  I'll  say. 
■  Mai.  How  now,  mistress  ? 

Mar.  O  lord ! 

Sir  To.  Pr'ythee,  hold  thy  peace  j  this  is  not  the 
way :  Do  you  not  see,  you  move  him  ?  let  me  alone 
widi  him. 
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Fab.  No  way  but  gentleness;  gently,  gently:  the 
fiend  is  rough,  and  will  not  be  roughly  used. 

Sir  To.  Why,  how  now,  my  bawcock  ?  how  dost 
thou,  chuck  ? 

3IaL  Sir? 
I    Sir  To.  Ay,  Biddy,  come  with  me.     What,  man  ! 
'tis  not  for  gravity  to  play  at  cherry-pit  '*®  with  Satan : 
Hang  him,  foul  collier  '^^ ! 

Mar.  Get  him  to  say  his  prayers  3  good  sir  Toby, 
get  him  to  pray. 

Mai.  My  prayers,  minx  ? 

Blar.  No,  I  warrant  you,  he  will  not  hear  of  god- 
liness. 

Mai.  Go,  hang  yourselves  all !  you  are  idle  shallow 
things :  I  am  not  of  your  element ;  you  shall  know 
more  hereafter.  [Exit. 

Sir  To.  Is't  possible  ? 

Fab.  If  this  were  play'd  upon  a  stage  now,  I  could 
condemn  it  as  an  improbable  fiction. 

Sir  To.  His  very  genius  hath  taken  the  infection  of 
the  device,  man. 

Mar.  Nay,  pursue  him  now  j  lest  the  device  take 
air,  and  taint. 

Fab.  Why,  we  shall  make  him  mad,  indeed. 

3Iar.  The  house  will  be  tlie  quieter. 

Sir  To.  Come,  we'll  have  him  in  a  dark  room,  and 
bound.  My  niece  is  already  in  the  belief  that  he  is 
mad  J  we  may  carry  it  tlius,  for  our  pleasui'e,  and  his 
penance,  till  our  very  pastime,  tired  out  of  breath, 
prompt  us  to  have  mercy  on  him :  at  which  time,  we 
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will  bring  the  device  to  the  bar,  and  crown  thee  for  a 
finder  of  madmen.     But  see,  but  see. 

Ewfer  5/r  Andrew  Ague-che£K. 

Fob.  More  matter  for  a  May  morning. 

Sir  And.  Here's  the  challenge,  read  it  3  I  warranty 
there's  vinegar  and  pepper  in't. 

Fab.  Is't  so  saucy  ? 

Sir  And.  Ay,  is  it,  I  warrant  him  :   do  but  read. 

Sir  To.  Give  me.  \_reads.']  Youth,  whatsoever  thou 
artj  thou  art  but  a  scurvy  fellow . 

Fab.  Good,  and  valiant. 

Sir  To.  Wonder  not,  nor  admire  not  in  thy  mind,  why 
I  do  call  thee  so,  for  I  will  show  thee  no  reason  for' t. 

Fab.  A  good  note  :  tliat  keeps  you  from  the  blow 
of  the  law. 

Sir  To.  Thou  comest  to  the  lady  Olivia,  and  in  my 
night  she  uses  thee  kindly:  but  thou  liest  in  thy  throat, 
that  is  not  the  matter  I  challenge  thee  for. 

Fab.  Very  brief,  and  exceeding  good  sense-less. 

Sir  To.  I  will  way-lay  thee  going  home  3  where  if  it 
he  thy  chance  to  kill  me, 

Fab.  Good. 

Sir  To.  Thou  kiWst  me  like  a  rogue  and  a  villain. 

Fab.  Still  you  keep  o'the  windy  side  of  the  law : 
Good. 

Sir  To.  Fare  thee  well ;  And  God  have  mercy  upon 
one  of  our  souls  !  He  may  have  mercy  upon  mine ;  but 
my  hope  is  better,  and  so  look  to  thyself.  Thy  friend ,  as 
thou  uscst  him,  and  thy  sworn  enemy, 

Andiiew  Ague-cheek. 
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Sir  To.  If  tliis  letter  move  him  not,  his  legs  cannot: 
I'll  give't  him. 

Mar.  You  may  have  very  fit  occasion  for't  j  he  is 
now  in  some  commerce  with  my  lady,  and  will  by 
and  by  depart. 

Sir  To.  Go,  sir  Andrew  j  scout  me  for  him  at  the 
comer  of  the  orchard,  like  a  bum-bailiff:  so  soon  as 
ever  thou  seest  him,  draw  5  and,  as  thou  draw'st, 
swear  horrible :  for  it  comes  to  pass  oft,  tliat  a  terrible 
oath,  with  a  swaggering  accent  sharply  twang'd  off, 
gives  manhood  more  approbation  than  ever  proof  itself 
would  have  earn'd  him.     Away. 

Sir  And.  Nay,  let  me  alone  for  swearing.       [Exit. 

Sir  To.  Now  will  not  I  deliver  his  letter  :  for  tlie 
behaviour  of  the  young  gentleman  gives  him  out  to  be 
of  good  capacity  and  breedings  his  employment  be- 
tween his  lord  and  my  niece  confirms  no  less  ;  tliere- 
fore  this  letter,  being  so  excellently  ignorant,  will 
breed  no  terror  in  the  youth,  he  will  find  it  comes 
from  a  clodpole.  But,  sir,  I  will  deliver  his  challenge 
by  word  of  mouth  -,  set  upon  Ague-cheek  a  notable 
report  of  valour ;  and  drive  tlie  gentleman,  (as,  I 
know,  his  youth  will  aptly  receive  it,)  into  a  most 
hideous  opinion  of  his  rage,  skill,  fury,  and  impe- 
tuosity. This  will  so  fright  them  both,  that  they  wiU 
kill  one  anotlier  by  tlie  look,  like  cockatiices. 

Enter  Ol  i  v  i  a  and  Viola. 

Fah.  Here  he  comes  with  your  niece :  give  them 
way,  till  he  take  leave,  and  presently  after  him. 
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Sir  To.  I  will  meditate  the  while  upon  some  horrid 
message  for  a  challenge. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Toby,  Fabian,  and  Maria, 

OH.  I  have  said  too  much  unto  a  heart  of  stone. 
And  laid  mine  honour  too  unchary  out ; 
There's  something  in  me,  that  reproves  my  fault ; 
But  such  a  headsti'ong  potent  fault  it  is. 
That  it  but  mocks  reproof. 

Vio.  With  the  same  'haviour  that  your  passion 
bears. 
Go  on  my  master's  griefs. 

Oli.  Here,  wear  tiiis  jewel  for  me  ^°,  'tis  my  picture ; 
Refuse  it  not,  it  hath  no  tongue  to  vex  you  : 
And,  I  beseech  you,  come  again  to-morrow. 
What  shall  you  ask  of  me,  tliat  I'll  deny  -, 
That  honour,  sav'd,  may  upon  asking  give  ? 

Fio.  Nothing  but  tliis,  your  true  love  for  my  master. 

Oli.  How  with  mine  honour  may  I  give  him  that 
AVhich  I  have  given  to  you  ? 

Vio.  I  will  acquit  you. 

Oli.  Well,  come  again  to-morrow  :  Fare  thee  well; 
A  fiend,  like  thee,  might  bear  my  soul  to  hell.  [Exit. 

Re-enter  Sir  Toby  Belch,  and  Faliax. 

Sir  To.  Gentleman,  God  save  thee. 

Vio.  And  you,  sir. 

Sir  To.  That  defence  thou  hast,  betake  thee  to't : 
of  what  nature  tlie  wrongs  are  tliou  hast  done  him,  I 
know  not ;  but  tliy  intercepter,  full  of  despight, 
bloody  as  the  hunter,  attends  tliee  at  the  orcliard  end  : 
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dismount  thy  tuck,  be  yare  in  thy  preparation,  for  thy 
assailant  is  quick,  skilful,  and  deadly. 

Vio.  You  mistake,  sirj  I  am  sure,  no  man  hath 
any  quarrel  to  me  ,  my  remembrance  is  very  free  and 
clear  from  any  ihaage  of  offence  done  to  any  man. 

Sir  i  0.  You'll  find  it  otlierw^ise,  I  assure  you :  there- 
fore, if  you  hold  your  life  at  any  price,  betake  you  to 
your  guard;  for  your  opposite  hath  in  him  what 
youth,  strength,  skill,  and  wrath,  can  furnish  man 
withal. 

Vio.  I  pray  you,  sir,  what  is  he  ? 

Sir  To.  He  is  knight,  dubb'd  with  unhack'd  rapier, 
and  on  carpet  consideration^' j  but  he  is  a  devil  in 
private  brawl :  souls  and  bodies  hath  he  divorced 
three ;  and  his  incensement  at  this  moment  is  so 
implacable,  tliat  satisfaction  can  be  none  but  by  pangs 
of  deatli  and  sepulchre:  hob,  nob,  is  his  word  j  give't, 
or  take't. 

Vio.  I  will  return  again  into  the  house,  and  desire 
some  conduct  of  the  lady.  I  am  no  fighter.  I  have 
heard  of  some  kind  of  men,  that  put  quarrels  pur- 
posely on  otliers,  to  taste  their  valour  :  belike,  this  is 
a  man  of  tliat  quirk. 

Sir  To.  Sir,  no;  his  indignation  derives  itself  out  of 
a  very  competent  injury;  therefore,  get  you  on,  and 
give  him  his  desire.  Back  you  shall  not  to  the  house, 
unless  you  undertake  that  with  me,  which  with  as 
much  safety  you  might  answer  him  :  therefore,  on, 
or  strip  your  sword  stark  naked ;  for  meddle  you  must^ 
that's  certain,  or  forswear  to  wear  iron  about  you. 
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Vio.  This  is  as  uncivil,  as  strange.  I  beseech  you> 
do  me  this  courteous  office,  as  to  know  of  the  knight 
what  my  offence  to  him  isj  it  is  something  of  my 
negligence,  nothing  of  my  purpose. 

Sir  To.  I  will  do  so.  Signior  Fabian,  stay  you  by 
this  gentleman  till  my  return.  [^Exit  Sir  Toby, 

>    Vio.  Pray  you,  sir,  do  you  know  of  tliis  matter  ? 

Fab.  I  know,  the  knight  is  incensed  against  you, 
even  to  a  mortal  arbitrement  3  but  nothing  of  tlie  cir- 
cumstance more. 

Vio.  I  beseech  you,  what  manner  of  man  is  he  ? 

Fab.  Notliing  of  that  wonderful  promise,  to  read 
him  by  his  form,  as  you  are  like  to  find  him  in  the 
proof  of  his  valour.  He  is,  indeed,  sir,  tlie  most  skil- 
ful, bloody,  and  fatal  opposite  that  you  could  possibly 
have  found  in  any  pail  of  Illyria  :  Will  you  walk  to- 
wards him  ?  I  will  make  your  peace  with  him,  if  I  can. 

Vio.  I  shall  be  much  bound  to  you  for't :  I  am  one, 
that  had  rather  go  with  sir  priest,  tlian  sir  knight :  I 
care  not  who  knows  so  much  of  my  mettle.    [Exeunt. 

lie-enter  Sir  Toby,  rvith  Sir  An  drew. 

Sir  To.  Why,  man,  he's  a  very  devil  3  I  have  not 
seen  such  a  virago  ^^.  I  had  a  pass  with  him,  rapier, 
scabbard,  and  all,  and  he  gives  me  the  stuck-in,  with 
such  a  mortal  motion,  that  it  is  inevitable  ;  and  on 
the  answer,  he  pays  you  as  sui'ely  as  your  feet  hit  the 
ground  tliey  step  on  :  They  say,  he  has  been  fencer 
to  the  Sophy. 

Sir  And.  Pox  on't,  I'll  not  meddle  with  hira. 
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Sir  To.  Aj)  but  he  will  not  now  be  pacified  :  Fabian 
can  scarce  hold  him  yonder. 

Sir  And.  Plague  on't ;  an  I  thought  he  had  been 
valiant,  and  so  cunning  in  fence,  I'd  have  seen  him 
damn'd  ere  I'd  have  cliallenL-'d  him.  Let  him  let  the 
matter  slip,  and  I'll  give  him  n  y  horse,  grey  Capilet. 

Sir  To,  I'll  make  tlie  motion:  Stand  heie,  make  a 
good  show  on't  j  this  shall  end  -w'itliout  the  psrditioa 
of  souls :  Marry^  I'll  ride  your  horse  as  well  a 3 1  ride 
you,  [Aside, 

He-ew^er  Fabian  fl'wc?  Viola. 

I  have  his  horse  \_to  Tab.l  to  take  up  the  quan-el  j 
I  have  persuaded  him,  the  youtli's  a  devil. 

Fab,  He  is  as  horribly  conceited  of  him  ;  and  pants, 
and  looks  pale,  as  if  a  bear  were  at  his  beds 

Sir  To,  There's  no  remedy,  sir;  he  will  fight  v/ith 
you  for  his  oath  sake:  marrj',  he  hath  better  bethought 
him  of  his  quarrel,  and  he  finds  that  now  scarce  to  be 
worth  talking  of:  therefore  draw,  for  the  supportaiice 
of  his  vow  3  he  protests,  he  will  not  hurt  yon. 

Vio,  Pray  God  defend  me  I  A  little  thing  wonld 
make  me  tell  tliem  how  much  I  lack  of  a  man.   [..loz  v. 

Fab.  Give  ground,  if  you  see  him  furious. 

Sir  To.  Come,  sir  Andrew,  there's  no  remedy  ;  the 
gentleman  will  for  his  honour's  sake,  have  one  bout 
with  you  :  he  cannot  by  the  duello  avoid  it :  but  he 
has  promis'd  me,  as  he  is  a  gentleman  and  a  soldier,  he 
will  not  hurt  you.     Come  on  3  to't, 

*S/;-  And,  Pray  God,  he  keep  his  oath  !  [(Iraus, 

VOL.  II,  Q 
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E.nter  A:n^tonio. 

Vio.  I  do  assure  you,  'tis  against  my  will,    [draws. 

Ant.  Put  up  your  sword  j — If  this  young  gentleman 
Have  done  offence,  I  take  the  fault  on  me ; 
If  you  offend  him,  I  for  him  defy  you.  [dra'wing. 

Sir  To.  You,  sir  ?  why,  what  are  you  ? 

Ant.  One,  sir,  tliat  for  his  love  dares  yet  do  more 
Than  you  have  heard  him  brag  to  you  he  will. 

Sir  To.  Nay,  if  you  be  an  undertaker,  I  am  for  you. 

[draxvs. 

Enter  two  Officers. 

Tab.  O  good  sir  Toby,  hold  3  here  come  the  officers. 

Sir  To.  I'll  be  witli  you  anon.  [To  Antonio. 

Vio.  Pray,  sir,  put  your  sword  up,  if  you  please. 

[To  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  Many,  will  I,  irj— and,  for  that  I  pro- 
jnis'd  you,  I'll  be  as  good  as  my  word  :  He  will  bear 
you  easily,  and  reins  well. 

1  Off.  This  is  the  man  3  do  tliy  office. 

2  Off.  Antonio,  I  arrest  tliee  at  tlie  suit 
Of  count  Orsino. 

/;nt.  You  do  mistake  me,  sir. 

1  Off'.  No,  sir,  no  jot ;  I  know  your  favom'  Mell, 
Though  now  you  have  no  sea-cap  on  yom-  head. — 
Take  him  away  ;  he  knows,  I  know  him  well. 

Ant.  I  must  obey. — This  comes  witli  seeking  you, 
Rut  there's  no  remedy  3  I  shall  answer  it. 
What  will  you  do  ?  Now  my  necessity 
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Makes  me  to  ask  you  for  my  purse  :  It  grieves  me 
Much  more,  for  what  I  cannot  do  for  you. 
Than  what  befalls  myself.     You  stand  amaz'd  j 
Mut  be  of  comfort. 

2  Ojf.  Come,  sir,  away. 

Ant.  I  must  entreat  of  you  some  of  that  money. 

Vio.  What  money,  sir? 
For  the  fair  kindness  you  have  show'd  me  here. 
And,  part,  being  prompted  by  your  present  trouble. 
Out  of  my  lean  and  low  ability 
ril  lend  you  something :  my  having  is  not  much ; 
I'll  make  division  of  my  present  with  you  : 
Hold,  there  is  half  my  coffer. 

Ant,  Will  you  deny  me  now  ? 

Is't  possible,  that  my  deserts  to  you 
Can  lack  persuasion  ?  Do  not  tempt  my  miseiy. 
Lest  that  it  make  me  so  unsound  a  man. 
As  to  upbraid  you  with  those  kindnesses 
That  I  have  done  for  you. 

Vio.  I  know  of  none  ; 

Nor  know  I  you  by  voice,  or  any  feature  : 
I  hate  ingratitude  more  in  a  man. 
Than  lying,  vainness,  babbling,  drunkenness. 
Or  any  taint  of  vice,  whose  strong  corruption 
Inliabits  our  frail  blood, 

Anf.  O  heavens  tliemselves  ! 

2  Ojf.  Come,  sir,  I  pray  you,  go. 

Ant.  Let  me  speak  a  little.     This  youth  tliat  you 
see  here, 
I  snatch'd  one  half  out  of  die  jaws  of  death  ; 


212  TWELFTH-NIGHT:  OR, 

Reliev'd  him  with  such  sanctity  of  love,- 


And  to  his  image,  which,  methought,  did  promise 
Most  venerable  wortli,  did  I  devotion. 

1  Off.  What's  that  to  us  ?  The  time  goes  by  j  away. 

Ant.  But,  O,  how  vile  an  idol  proves  this  god  ! — 
Thou  hast,  Sebastian,  done  good  feature  shame. — 
In  nature  there's  no  blemish,  but  tlie  mind ; 
l^one  can  be  call'd  deform' d,  but  the  unkind : 
Virtue  is  beauty  -,  but  the  beauteous-evil 
Are  empty  trunks,  o'erflourish'd  by  the  devil  ^^. 

.1  Off.  The  man  grows  mad  3  away  with  him. 
Come,  come,  sir. 

Ant.  Lead  me  on.      [Exeunt  Officers,  with  Antonio, 

Vio.  Metliinks,  his  words  do  from  such  passion  fly, 
That  he  believes  himself}  so  do  not  I. 
Prove  true,  imagination,  O,  prove  true. 
That  I,  dear  brother,  be  now  ta'en  for  you  ! 

Sir  To.  Come  hither,  knight j  come  hitlier,  Fabianj 
we'll  whisper  o'er  a  couplet  or  two  of  most  sage 
saws. 

Vio.  He  nam'd  Sebastian  ;  I  my  brother  know 
Yet  living  in  my  glass  3  even  such,  and  so^ 
In  favour  was  my  brother  5  and  he  went 
Still  in  tliis  fashion,  colour,  ornament. 
For  him  I  imitate  :  O,  if  it  prove. 
Tempests  are  kind,  and  salt  waves  fresh  in  love  !  [  Exit, 

Sir  To.  A  very  dishonest  paltry  boy,  and  more  a 
coward  tlian  a  hare  :  his  dishonesty  appears,  in  leaving 
his  friend  here  in  necessit}'-,  and  denying  him ;  and  for 
his  cowardship,  ask  Fabian. 
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Tab.  A  coward^  a  most  devout  coward,  religious 
in  it. 

Sir  And.  'Slid,  I'll  after  him  again,  and  beat  him. 

Sir  To.  Do,  cuff  him  soundly,  but  never  draw  thy 
sword. 

Sir  And.   An  I  do  not, —  [Exit. 

Tab.  Come,  let's  see  the  event. 

Sir  To.  I  dare  lay  any  money,  'twill  be  notliing  yet. 

[^Exeunt. 
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ACT  IF.    SCENE  I. 

The  Street  before  Olixias  House. 
Enter  Sebastiatj  and  Cloxin. 

Clo.  Will  you  make  me  believe^  that  I  am  not  sent 
for  you  ? 

Seb,  Go  to^  go  to,  thou  art  a  foolish  fellow 
Let  me  be  clear  of  thee. 

Clo.  Well  held  out,  i' faith !  No,  I  do  not  know 
you ;  nor  I  am  not  sent  to  you  by  my  lady,  to  bid  you 
come  speak  with  her  -,  nor  your  name  is  not  master 
Cesario  3  nor  this  is  not  my  nose  neither. — Nothing, 
that  is  so,  is  so. 

Seb.  I  pr'ythce,  vent  thy  folly  somewhere  else  j 
Thou  know' St  not  me. 

Clo.  Vent  my  folly !  He  has  heard  tliat  word  of 
some  great  man,  and  now  applies  it  to  a  fool.  Vent 
my  folly  !  I  am  afraid  this  great  lubber  the  world  will 
prove  a  cockney  ^^. — I  pr'ythee  now,  ungird  tliy 
strangeness,  and  tell  me  what  I  shall  vent  to  my  lady; 
Shall  I  vent  to  her,  that  thou  art  coming  ? 

Seb.  I  pr'ythee,  foolish  Greek,  depart  from  me; 
There's  money  for  thee ;  if  you  tarry  longer, 
I  shall  give  worse  payment. 

Clo.  By  my  trotli,  thou  hast  an  open  hand  : — These 
wise  men  that  give  fools  money,  get  themselves  a 
good  report  after  fourteen  years'  purchase. 
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Enter  Sir  To  b  y.  Sir  An  drew,  and  Fabian. 

Sir  And,  Now,  sir,  have  I  met  you  again  ?  there's 
for  you.  [Striking  Sebastian. 

Seb.  Why,  tliere's  for  thee,  and  there,  and  there : 
Ai-e  all  the  people  mad  ?  [Beating  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  To.  Hold,  sir,  or  I'll  throw  your  dagger  o'er  the 
house. 

Ch.  This  will  I  tell  my  lady  straight :  I  would  not 
be  in  some  of  your  coats  for  t^vo-pence.   [Exit  Clown, 

Sir  To.  Come  on,  sirj  hold.        [Holding  Sebastian. 

Sir  And.  Nay,  let  him  alone,  I'll  go  another  way  to 
work  with  him  3  I'll  have  an  action  of  battery  against 
him,  if  there  be  any  law  in  Illyria :  though  I  stiiick 
him  first,  yet  it's  no  matter  for  that. 

Seb.  Let  go  thy  hand. 

Sir  To.  Come,  sir,  I  will  not  let  you  go.  Come, 
my  young  soldier,  put  up  yom-  iron :  you  are  well 
flesh' d  ;  come  on. 

Seb,  I  will  be  free  from  thee.     What  wouldst  thou 
now? 
if  tliou  dar'st  tempt  me  further,  draw  tliy  sword. 

[draws. 

Sir  To.  What,  what  ?  Nay,  then  I  must  ha\e  an 
ounce  or  two  of  tliis  malapert  blood  from  }^ou.  [draws. 

Enter  Olivia. 

Oli.  Hold,  Toby  3  on  thy  life,  I  charge  thee,  hold. 

Sir  To.  Madam  ? 

Oli.  Will  it  be  ever  tlius  ?  Ungracious  wretch. 
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Fit  for  the  mountains,  and  the  barbarous  caves. 
Where  manners  ne'er  were  preach'd !  out  of  rny  sight! 

Be  not  offended^  dear  Cesario  : 

Ivudesby^  be  gone  ! — I  pr'ythee,  gentle  friend, 

[Exeunt  Sir  Toby,  Sir  /lndr€u\  and  Fabian. 
Let  thy  fair  wisdom,  not  tliy  passion,  sway 
In  tliis  uncivil  and  unjust  extent  ^^ 
Against  tliy  peace.     Go  with  me  to  my  house ; 
And  hear  tliou  tliere  how  many  fruitless  pranks 
This  ruffian  hatli  botch'd  up,  that  tliou  tliereby 
IVIay'st  smile  at  this:  thou  shalt  not  choose  but  go; 
Do  not  deny  :  Eeshrew  his  soul  for  me. 
He  started  one  poor  heart  of  mine  in  tliee. 

Seb,  What  relish  is  in  tliis  ?  how  runs  the  stream  } 
Or  I  am  mad,  or  else  this  is  a  dream  :  — 
Let  fancy  still  my  sense  in  Letlie  steep  j 
I£it  be  tlius  to  dream,  still  let  me  sleep  ! 

OU.  Nay,  come,  I  pr'ythee :  'Would,  thou'dst  be 
riil'd  by  me  ! 

Seh,  .Madam,  I  will. 

on,  O,  say  so,  and  so  be !  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

A  Room  in  Olivia's  House. 
Enter  Maria  and  Clown. 

Mar.  Nay,  I  pr'ythee,  put  on  this  gown,  and  tJiis 
beard  J  make  him  believe,  thou  art  sir  Topas  the  cu- 
rate 5  do  it  quickly :  I'll  call  sir  Toby  tlie  whilst. 

[Exit  Maria, 
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Clo.  Well,  I'll  put  it  on,  and  I  will  dissemble  myself 
in't  J  and  I  would  I  were  the  first  that  ever  dissembled 
in  such  a  gown.  I  am  not  tall  enough  to  become  the 
function  well ;  nor  lean  enough  to  be  thought  a  good 
student :  but  to  be  said,  an  honest  man,  and  a  good 
housekeeper,  goes  as  fairly,  as  to  say,  a  careful  man, 
and  a  great  scholar.     The  competitors  enter. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  Belch,  and  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Jove  bless  thee,  master  parson. 

Clo.  Bonos  dies,  sir  Toby :  for  as  the  old  hermit 
of  Prague,  that  never  saw  pen  and  ink,  very  wittily 
said  to  a  niece  of  king  Gorboduc,  That,  that  is,  is:  so 
I,  being  master  parson,  am  master  parson  3  For  what  is 
that,  but  that  j  and  is,  but  is  ? 

*S/;'  To.  To  him,  sir  Topas. 

Clo.  What,  hoa,  I  say, — Peace  in  this  prison ! 

Sir  To.  The  knave  counterfeits  well  j  a  good  knave, 

Mai.   [in  an  inner  chamber.]  Who  calls  there  ? 

Clo.  Sir  Topas,  the  curate,  who  comes  to  visit  Mai- 
volio  the  lunatick. 

Mai.  Sir  Topas,  sir  Topas,  good  sir  Topas,  go  to 
my  lady. 

Clo.  Out,  hyperbolical  fiend  !  how  vexest  thou  tliis 
man  ?  talkest  thou  nothing  but  of  ladies  ? 

Sir  To.  Well  said,  master  parson. 

Mai.  Sir  Topas,  never  was  man  thus  wrong'd : 
good  sir  Topas,  do  not  tliink  I  am  mad ;  they  have  laid 
me  here  in  hideous  darkness. 

Clo,  Fye,  tliou  dishonest  Satlian  !  I  call  tliee  by  the 
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most  modest  terms  j  for  I  am  one  of  those  gentle  ones, 
that  will  use  the  devil  himself  with  courtesy  3  Say'st 
thou,  that  house  is  dark  ? 

Mai.  As  hell,  sir  Topas. 

Clo.  Why,  it  hath  bay  ^^  windows  transparent  as 
barricadoes,  and  the  clear  stones  towards  the  south- 
north  are  as  lustrous  as  ebony  5  and  yet  complainest 
thou  of  obstruction  ? 

Mai.  I  am  not  mad,  sir  Topas ;  I  say  to  you,  this 
house  is  dark. 

Clo.  Madman,  thou  errest :  I  say,  there  is  no  dark- 
ness, but  ignorance  J  in  which  tliou  art  more  puzzled> 
than  the  Egyptians  in  their  fog. 

Mai.  I  say,  this  house  is  as  dark  as  ignorance^, 
though  ignorance  were  as  dark  as  hellj  and  I  say, 
there  was  never  man  thus  abused  :  I  am  no  more  mad 
than  you  are  3  make  the  tibial  of  it  in  any  constant 
question. 

Cl(f.  Y/hat  is  the  opinion  of  Pythagoras,  concerning 
wild- fowl  ? 

Mai.  That  tlie  soul  of  our  grandam  might  haply 
inhabit  a  bird. 

Clu.  What  think'st  thou  of  his  opinion  ? 

Mai.  I  tliink  nobly  of  the  soul,  and  no  way  approve 
his  opinion. 

Clo,  Fare  thee  well :  Remain  thou  still  in  dark- 
ness :  tliou  shalt  hold  tlie  opinion  of  Pytliagoras,  ere 
I  will  allow  of  thy  v/its  3  and  fear  to  kill  a  woodcock;^, 
lest  thou  dispossess  tlie  soul  of  thy  grandam.  Fare 
thee  well. 
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j\[al.  Sir  Topas,  sir  Topas, — 

iSir  To.  My  most  exquisite  sir  Topas  ! 

Ch.  Nay,  I  am  for  all  waters  ^'^. 

Mai'.  Thou  might'st  have  done  this  witliout  thy 
beard,  and  gown ;  he  sees  tliee  not.  • 

Sir  To.  To  him  in  thine  own  voice,  and  bring 
me  word  how  thou  find'st  him :  I  would,  we  were 
well  rid  of  this  knavery.  If  he  may  be  conveniently 
deliver'd,  I  would  he  werej  for  I  am  now  so  far  in 
offence  witli  my  niece,  that  I  cannot  pursue  with  any 
safety  this  sport  to  the  upshot.  Come  by  and  by  to 
jny  chamber.  [Exeunt  Sir  Toby  and  Maria, 

Clo.  Hey  Robin,  jolly  Robin, 

Tell  me  how  thy  lady  does,  [^i^^gi^S- 

Mai.  Fool, — 

Clo.  My  lady  is  unkind,  perdy. 

Mai.  Fool,— 

Clo.  Alas,  "why  is  she  so  ? 

Mai.  Fool,  I  say  5 — 

Clo.  She  loxes  another — Who  calls,  ha  ? 

Mai.  Good  fool,  as  ever  tliou  wilt  desen^e  well  at 
my  hand,  help  me  to  a  candle,  and  pen,  ink,  and 
paper  3  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  will  live  to  be  tliank- 
liil  to  thee  for't. 

Clo.  Master  Mai  vol  io ! 

Mai.  Ay,  good  fool. 

Clo.  Alas,  sir,  how  fell  you  besides  your  five  wits  ? 

Mat  Fool,  tliere  was  never  man  so  notoriously 
abused  :  I  am  as  well  in  my  wits,  fool,  as  thou  art. 
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CIo.  Eut  as  well  ?  tlien  you  are  mad^  indeed,  if 
you  be  no  better  in  your  wits  than  a  fool. 

Mai.  1  hey  have  here  property'd  me  ;  keep  me  in 
darkness,  send  ministers  to  me,  asses,  and  do  all  tliey 
can  to  face  me  out  of  my  wits. 

Clo.  Advise  you  what  you  say ;  the  minister  is  here. 
— Malvolio,  Malvolio,  thy  wits  the  heavens  restore  f 
endeavour  thyself  to  sleep,  and  leave  thy  vain  bibble 
babble. 

M'lL   Sir  Topas, 

Clo.  Maintain  no  words  with  him^"*,  good  fellow. 
— Who,  I,  sir  ?  not  I,  sir.  God  b'w'you,  good  sir 
Topas. — Marry,  amen.— I  will,  sir,  I  will. 

Mai.    Fool,  fool,  fool,  I  say, — 

Clo.  Alas,  sir,  be  patient.  What  say  you,,  sir  ?  I 
am  shent  for  speaking  to  you. 

Mai.  Good  fool,  help  me  to  some  light,  and  some 
paper ;  I  tell  thee,  I  am  as  well  in  my  wits,  as  any 
man  in  lUyria. 

Clo.  Well-a-day, — that  you  were,  sir  ! 

Mai.  By  this  hand,  I  am  :  Good  fool,  some  ink, 
paper,  and  light,  and  convey  what  J  will  set  down  to 
my  lady  j  it  shall  advantage  thee  more  than  ever  the 
bearing  of  letter  did. 

Clo.  I  will  help  you  to't.  But  tell  me  true,  are 
you  not  mad  indeed  ?  or  do  you  but  counterfeit  ? 

Mai.   Believe  me,  I  am  notj  I  tell  thee  true. 

Clo.  Nay,  Fll  ne'er  believe  a  madman,  till  I  see 
his  brains.  I  will  fetch  you  light,  and  paper,  and 
ink. 
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MaL   Fool,  ril  requite  it  in  tlie  highest  degree  :  I 
pr'ythee,  be  gone. 

Clo.  I  aw  gone,  sir. 

And  anon,  sir, 
ril  be  with  you  again, 
Jn  a  trice. 

Like  to  the  old  xice^^. 
Your  netd  to  sustain  ; 
Who  uith  dagger  of  lath, 
In  his  rage  and  his  wrath. 

Cries,  ah,  ha  !  to  the  deiil: 
Like  a  ntad  lad. 
Pare  thy  nails,  dad, 

Adieu,  goodman  drivel,  [Eixit, 

SCENE  in. 

Olivia's  Garden. 

Enter  Sebastian". 

Seh.   This  is  the  air  3  that  is  the  glorious  sun  5 
This  pearl  she  gave  me,  I  do  feel't,  and  sce't  : 
And  though  'tis  wonder  that  enwraps  me  thus^ 
Yet  'tis  not  madness.     Where's  Antonio  then  ? 
I  could  not  find  him  at  the  Elephant : 
Yet  there  he  was  j  and  there  1  found  this  credit. 
That  he  did  range  the  to\i'n  to  seek  me  out. 
His  counsel  now  might  do  me  golden  service  : 
For  though  my  soul  disputes  wt U  with  my  sense^, 
That  tliis  may  be  some  error,  but  no  madnegs. 
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Yet  do  til  this  accident  and  flood  of  fortune 
So  far  exceed  all  instance,  all  discourse. 
That  I  am  ready  to  distrust  mine  eyes. 
And  Avrangle  witli  my  reason,  that  persuades  me 
To  any  other  trust,  but  that  I  am  mad. 
Or  else  the  lady's  mad  5  yet,  if  'twere  so. 
She  could  not  sway  her  house,  command  her  fol- 
lowers. 
Take,  and  give  back,  affairs,  and  their  dispatch. 
With  such  a  smootli,  discreet,  and  stable  bearing. 
As,  I  perceive,  she  does  :   there's  something  in't. 
That  is  deceivable.     But  here  comes  tlie  lady. 

Ejiter  Olivia,  and  a  Priest. 

OH.  Blame  not  this  haste  of  mine  :   If  you  mean 
well, 
Kow  go  with  me,  and  witli  this  holy  man. 
Into  the  chantry  by  :  there,  before  him. 
And  underneatli  that  consecrated  roof. 
Plight  me  tlie  full  assu'*ance  of  your  faith  ; 
That  my  most  jealous  and  too  doubtful  soul 
INIay  live  at  peace  :  He  shall  conceal  it. 
Whiles  you  are  willing  it  shall  come  to  note ; 
What  time  we  will  our  celebration  keep 
According  to  my  birth. — What  do  you  say  ? 

Seb.    I'll  follow  tliis  good  man,  and  go  witli  you  j 
And,  having  sworn  tiiith,  ever  will  be  true. 

Oii.  -Then  lead  the  way,  good  father  j— And  hea- 
vens so  shine, 
That  they  may  fairly  note  tliis  act  of  mine  !  lExeimt, 
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ACT  V.     SCENE  I. 

The  Street  before  Olivia's  House 
E7iter  Clown,  and  Fa bian. 

Fab,  Now  as  thou  lovest  me,  let  me  see  his  letter. 

Clo.  Good  master  Fabian^  grant  me  anotlier  re- 
quest. 

Fab.   Any  thhig, 

Clo.   Do  not  desire  to  see  tliis  letter. 
: .  Fab.  That  is,  to  give  a  dog,  and,  in  recompence^ 
desire  my  dog  again. 

Enter  Duke,  Viola,  and  Attendants, 

Duke^   Belong  you  to  the  lady  Olivia,  friends  ? 

Clo.    Ay,  sir  J  we  are  some  of  her  trappings. 

Duke.  I  know  thee  well  j  How  dost  thou,  my  good 
fellow  ? 

Clo.  Truly,  sir,  the  better  for  my  foes,  and  tlie 
worse  for  my  friends. 

Duke.  Just  the  contraiy ;  tlie  better  for  thy  friends, 

Clo.    No,  sir,  the  worse. 

Duke.   How  can  that  be  ? 

Clo.  Marry,  sir,  they  praise  me,  and  make  an  ass 
of  me  j  now  my  foes  tell  me  plainly,  I  am  an  ass  ■:  so 
that  by  my  foes,  sir,  I  profit  in  tlie  knowledge  of  my- 
self ;  and  by  my  friends  I  am  abused :  so  that,  con- 
clusions to  be  as  kisses,  if  your  four  negatives  malve 
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your  two  affirmatives,  why,  then  the  worse  for  my 
friends,  and  tlie  better  for  my  foes. 

Duke,   Why,  this  is  excellent. 

CIo.  By  my  troth,  sir,  no ;  though  it  please  you  to 
be  one  of  my  friends. 

Duke.  Thou  shalt  not  be  the  worse  for  me  j  there's 
gold. 

Clo.  But  that  it  will  be  double-dealing,  sir,  I  would 
you  could  make  it  another. 

Duke.  O,  you  give  me  ill  counsel. 

Clo.  Put  your  grace  in  your  pocket,  sir,  for  tliis 
once,  and  let  your  flesh  and  blood  obey  it. 

Duke.  Well,  I  will  be  so  much  a  sinner  to  be  a 
double  dealer  5  there's  another. 

Clo.  Vr'tnio,  secundo,  fertioj  is  a  good  play ;  and  the 
old  saying  is,  the  tliird  pays  for  all :  the  tnplex,  sir,  is 
a  good  tripping  measure  3  or  the  bells  of  St.  Bennet, 
sir,  may  put  you  in  mind  j  One,  t\^'o,  tliree. 

Duke.  You  can  fool  no  more  money  out  of  me  at 
this  throw  :  if  you  will  let  your  lady  know,  I  am  here 
to  speak  v/itli  her,  and  bring  her  along  with  you,  it 
may  awake  my  bounty  further. 

Clo.  Marry,  sir,  lullaby  ,to  your  bounty,  till  I  come 
again.  I  go,  sir  j  but  I  would  not  have  you  to  think, 
that  my  desire  of  having  is  the  sin  of  covetousness : 
but,  as  you  say,  sir,  let  yoiu'  bounty  take  a  nap,  I  will 
awake  it  anon.  [Exit  Clonn. 
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7^/?^er  A  N  T  0  N 1 0 ,  and  Officers . 

Plo.  Here  comes  the  man,  sir,  that  did  rescue  me. 

Dvke.  That  face  of  his  I  do  remember  well  j 
Yet,  \^  hen  I  saw  it  last,  it  was  besmear'd 
As  black  as  Vulcan,  in  the  smoke  of  war  : 
A  bawbling  vessel  was  he  captain  of. 
For  shallow  draught,  and  bulk,  unprizable  ; 
With  which  such  scathful  grapple  did  he  make 
With  the  most  noble  bottom  of  our  fleet. 
That  very  envy,  and  tlie  tongue  of  loss, 
Cry'd  fame  and  honour  on  him. — What's  the  matter? 

1  Of.  Orsino,  this  is  that  Antonio, 
That  took  the  Phoenix,  and  her  fraught,  from  Candy ; 
And  this  is  he,  that  did  the  Tiger  board. 
When  your  young  nephew  Titus  lost  his  leg  : 
Here  in  the  streets,  desperate  of  shame,  and  state. 
In  private  brabble  did  we  apprehend  him. 

Vio.  He  did  me  kindness,  sir  5  drew  on  my  side ; 
But,  in  conclusion,  put  strange  speech  upon  me^ 
I  know  not  what  'twas,  but  distraction. 

Duke.  Notable  pirate !  thou  salt-water  tliief ! 
What  foolish  boldness  brought  thee  to  tlieir  mercies. 
Whom  thou,  in  terms  so  bloody,  and  so  dear. 
Hast  made  thine  enemies  ? 

Ant.  Orsino,  noble  sir, 

Ee  pleas'd  that  I  shake  off  these  names  you  give  me  ^ 
Antonio  never  yet  was  thief,  or  pirate. 
Though,  I  confess,  on  base  and  groimd  enough, 
Orsino's  enemy.     A  witchcraft  drew  me  hither  : 

VOL.   II.  It 
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That  most  ingrateful  boy  there,  by  your  side. 
From  the  rude  sea's  enrag'd  and  foamy  mouth 
Did  I  redeem  j  a  wreck  past  hope  he  was ; 
His  life  I  gave  him,  and  did  thereto  add 
My  love,  without  retention,  or  restraint, 
7\11  his  in  dedication  :  for  his  sake. 
Did  I  expose  myself,  pure  for  his  love. 
Into  the  danger  of  this  adverse  town  ; 
Drew  to  defend  him,  when  he  was  beset : 
Where  being  apprehended,  his  false  cunning, 
(Not  meaning  to  partake  with  me  in  danger,) 
Taught  him  to  face  me  out  of  his  acquaintance. 
And  grew  a  twenty-years-removed  thing, 
While  one  would  wink  3  deny'd  me  mine  own  purse. 
Which  1  had  recommended  to  his  use 
Not  half  an  hour  before. 

Via.  How  can  this  be  ? 

Duke,  When  cam.e  he  to  this  town  ? 

JnL  To-day,    my  lord ;    and   for   three   months 
before, 
(No  interim,  not  a  minute's  vacancy,) 
Both  day  and  night  did  we  keep  company. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Attendants^ 

Duke,  Here  comes  the  countess  3  now  heaven  walks 

on  earth. 

But  for  thee,  fellow,  fellow,  thy  words  are  madness  : 
Three  months  this  youth  hath  tended  upon  me  3 
But  more  of  that  anon. Take  him  aside. 

0/i,  What  would  my  lord,  but  that  he  mnj'  not  have. 
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Wherein  Olivia  may  seem  serviceable  ?  — 
Cesario,  you  do  not  keep  promise  with  me. 

Vio.  Madam  ? 

Duke.  Gracious  Olivia, — 

Oli.    What   do   you  say,  Cesario  ? Good   my 

lord, 

Vio,  My  lord  would  speak,  my  duty  hushes  me. 

OIL  If  it  be  aught  to  the  old  tune,  my  lord. 
It  is  as  fat  and  fulsome  to  mine  ear. 
As  howling  after  musick. 

Duke,  Still  so  cruel  ? 

Oli.  Still  so  constant,  lord. 

Duke.  What !  to  perverseness  ?  you  uncivil  lady. 
To  whose  ingrate  and  unauspicious  altars 
My  soul  the  faithful!' st  oiferings  hath  breath'd  out. 
That  e'er  devotion  tender'd  !  What  shall  I  do  ? 

Oli.  Even  what  it  please  my  lord,  that  shall  become 
him. 

Duke.  Why  should  I  not,  had  I  the  heart  to  do  it. 
Like  to  the  Egyptian  thief,  at  point  of  death. 
Kill  what  I  love  j  a  savage  jealousy. 
That  sometimes  savours  nobly  ? — But  hear  me  this  : 
Since  you  to  non-regardance  cast  my  faith. 
And  tliat  I  partly  know  the  instrument 
That  screws  me  from  my  true  place  in  your  favour. 
Live  you,  the  marble-breasted  tyrant,  still ; 
But  tliis,  your  minion,  whom,  I  know,  you  love. 
And  whom,  by  heaven  I  swear,  I  tender  dearly. 
Him  will  I  tear  out  of  that  cruel  eye, 
AVhere  he  sits  crowned  in  his  master's  spite.—- 
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Come  boy,  with  me ;  my  thoughts  are  ripe  in  mischief: 

I'll  sacrifice  the  lamb  that  I  do  love. 

To  spite  a  raven's  heart  within  a  dove.  \_Gowg, 

Vio.  And  I,  most  jocund,  apt,  and  willingly. 
To  do  you  rest,  a  thousand  deaths  would  die. 

[^FoUoiving. 

OH.  Where  goes  Cesario  ? 

Vio.  '  .        After  him  I  love. 

More  tlian  I  love  these  eyes,  more  than  my  life. 
More,  by  all  mores,  than  e'er  I  shall  love  wife  : 
If  I  do  feign,  you  witnesses  above. 
Punish  my  life,  for  tainting  of  my  love  ! 

on.  Ah  me,  detested  !  how  am  I  beguil'd  ! 

Vio,  Who  does  beguile  you  ?    who  does  do  you 
wrong  ? 

0//.  Hast  thou  forgot  thyself  ?  Is  it  so  long  ? — 
Call  forth  the  holy  father.  [Exit  an  Attendant, 

Duke.  Come,  away.     [To  Viola, 

OH.  Whither  my  lord  ? — Cesario,  husband,  stay. 

Duke.  Husband? 

OH.  Ay,  husband  j  Can  he  that  deny  ? 

Duke,  Her  husband,  sirrah  ? 

Via.  No,  my  lord,  not  I. 

OH.  Alas,  it  is  the  baseness  of  thy  fear. 
That  makes  thee  strangle  thy  propriety : 
Fear  not,  Cesario,  take  thy  fortunes  up  ; 
Be  that  thou  know'st  thou  art,  and  then  thou  art 
As  great  as  that  thou  fear'st. —  O,  welcome,  father  ! 
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Ke-cjitcr  Attendant,  and  Priest, 

Father,  I  charge  thee,  by  thy  reverence, 
Here  to  unfold  (though  lately  we  intended 
To  keep  in  darkness,  what  occasion  now 
Reveals  before  'tis  ripe,)  what  thou  dost  know. 
Hath  newly  past  between  this  youth  and  me. 

Priest.  A  contract  of  eternal  bond  of  love, 
Confirm'd  by  mutual  joinder  of  your  hands. 
Attested  by  the  holy  close  of  lips, 
Strengthen'd  by  interchangement  of  your  rings  ^^  j 
And  all  the  ceremony  of  this  compact 
Seal'd  in  my  function,  by  my  testimony  : 
Since  when,  my  watch  hath  told  me,  toward  my 

grave, 
I  have  travell'd  but  two  hou-rs. 

Duke.  O,  thou  dissembling  cub !  what  wilt  thou  be. 

When  time  hath  sow'd  a  grizzle  on  thy  case  ^'  ? 

Or  will  not  else  thy  craft  so  quickly  grow. 

That  thine  own  trip  shall  be  thine  overthrow  ? 

Farewel,  and  take  her ;  but  direct  thy  feet. 

Where  thou  and  I  henceforth  may  never  meet. 

Vio.  My  lord,  I  do  protest,— 

OH.  O,  do  not  swear^ 

Hold  little  faith,  though  thou  hast  too  much  fear. 
Enter  Sir  Andrew  Ague-ciieek,  xvith  his  head  broke. 

Sir  And.  For  the  love  of  God,  a  surgeon  j  send  one 
presently  to  Sir  Toby. 
Oil.  What's  the  matter  ? 
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Sir  And.  He  has  broke  my  head  across^  and  has 
given  sir  Toby  a  bloody  coxcomb  too  :  for  the  love 
©f  God,  your  help  :  I  had  rather  than  forty  pound,  I 
were  at  home. 

OH.  Who  has  done  this^  sir  Andrew  ? 

Sir  And.  The  count's  gentleman,  one  Cesario : 
we  took  him  for  a  coward,  but  he's  the  very  devil 
incardinate. 

Duke.  My  gentleman,  Cesario  ? 

Sir  And.  Od's  lifelings,  here  he  his  : — You  broke 
my  head  for  nothing  5  and  that  that  I  did,  I  v/as  set 
©n  to  do't  by  sir  Toby. 

Vio.  Why  do  you  speak  to  me  ?  I  never  hurt  you  : 
You  drew  your  sword  upon  me,  witliout  cause ; 
But  I  bespake  you  fair,  and  hurt  you  not. 

iS^V  And.  If  a  bloody  coxcomb  be  a  hurt,  you  have 
hurt  me  3  I  think,  you  set  nothing  by  a  bloody  cox- 
comb. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  Belgh,  drunk,  led  hy  the  Ctoxcn. 

Here  comes  sir  Toby  halting,  you  shall  hear  more  : 
but  if  he  had  not  been  in  drink,  he  would  have  tickled 
you  othergates  tlian  he  did. 

.Duke*  How  now,  gentleman  ?  how  is't  with  you  ? 

Sir  To.  That's  all  one ;  he  has  hurt  me,  and  there's 
the  end  on't. — Sot,  did'st  see  Dick  surgeon,  sot  ? 

C/o.  O  he's  drunk,  sir  Toby,  an  hour  agone  j  his 
eyes  were  set  at  eight  i'the  morning. 

Sir  To.  Then  he's  a  rogue.  After  a  passy-mca- 
«ure,  or  a  pavin'^^  I  hate  a  drunken  rogue. 
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on.  Away  with  him  :  Who  hath  made  this  havock 
with  them  ? 

Sir  And.  I'll  help  you,  sir  Toby,  because  we'll  be 
dressed  togetlier. 

Sir  To.   Will  you  help  an  ass-head,   and  a  cox- 
comb, and  a  knave  ?  a  thin-faced  knave,  a  gull  ? 

Oil.  Get  him  to  bed,  and  let  his  hurt  be  look'd  to. 
\_Ei€imt  Clown,  Sir  Toby,  and  Sir  Andrew, 

Enter  Sebastian. 

Seh.   I  am  sorry,  madam,  I  have  hurt  your  kins- 
man ; 
But,  had  It  been  the  brother  of  my  blood, 
I  must  have  done  no  less,  with  wit,  and  safety. 
You  throw  a  strange  regard  upon  me,  and 
By  that  I  do  perceive  it  hath  offended  you  j 
Pardon  me,  sweet  one,  even  for  the  vows 
We  made  each  other  but  so  late  ago. 

Duke.   One  face,  one  voice,   one   habit,   and  two 
persons ; 
A  natural  perspective,  that  is,  and  is  not. 

Scb.   Antonio,  O  ray  dear  Antonio  ! 
How  have  the  hours  rack'd  and  tortur'd  me,, 
Since  I  have  lost  thee  ! 

Ant.  Sebastian  are  you  ^ 

Scb.  Fear'st  thou  that,  Antonio  ? 

Ant.  How  have  you  made  division  of  yourself  ?— 
An  apple,  cleft  in  two,  is  not  more  twin 
Than  these  two  creatures.     Which  is  Sebastian  ?" 

Oli.  Most  wonderfid  1 
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Seb.  Do  I  stand  there  ?  I  never  had  a  brotlier  : 
Nor  can  there  be  that  deity  in  my  nature. 
Of  here  and  every  where.     I  had  a  sister. 
Whom  the  blind  waves  and  surges  have  devour'd  :  — 
Of  charity,  what  kin  are  you  to  me  ?  [To  Viola, 

What  countr)^man  ?  what  name  ?  what  parentage  ? 

Vio.  Of  Messaline  :  Sebastian  was  my  father  ; 
Such  a  Sebastian  was  my  brotlier  too, 
So  went  he  suited  to  his  watery  tomb  : 
If  spirits  can  assume  both  form  and  suit 
You  come  to  fright  us. 

Seb.  A  spirit  I  am,  indeed. 

But  am  in  that  dimension  grossly  clad. 
Which  from  the  womb  I  did  participate. 
Were  you  a  woman,  as  the  rest  goes  even, 
I  should  my  tears  let  fall  upon  your  cheek. 
And  say — Thrice  welcome,  drowned  Viola  ! 
•    Via.  My  father  had  a  mole  upon  his  brow, 
Seb.  And  so  had  mine. 

Vio.   And  died  that  day  when  Viola  from  her  birlh 
Had  number'.d  thirteen  years. 

Seb.   O,  tliat  record  is  lively  in  my  soul ! 
He  finished,  indeed,  his  mortal  act. 
That  day  tliat  made  my  sister  tliirteen  years. 

Vio.   If  nothing  lets  to  make  us  happy  both-. 
But  this  my  masculine  usurp'd  attire. 
Do  not  embrace  me,  till  each  circumstance 
Of  place,  time,  fortune,  do  cohere,  and  jump, 
Ihat  1  am  Viola  :  which  to  confirm, 
VU  bring  you  to  ^  captain  in  this  town. 
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Where  lie  my  maiden  weeds ;  by  whose  gentle  help 
I  was  preserv'd,  to  serve  this  noble  count : 
All  die  occurrence  of  my  fortune  since 
Hath  been  between  this  lady^  and  this  lord. 

Seb.  So  comes  it,  lady_,  you  have  been  mistook  : 

[To  Olivia. 
But  nature  to  her  bias  drew  in  that. 
You  Avould  have  been  contracted  to  a  maid  ; 
Nor  are  you  therein,  by  my  life,  deceiv'd. 
You  are  betroth'd  both  to  a  maid  and  man. 

Duke,  Be  not  amaz'd^  right  noble  is  his  blood. — 
If  tliis  be  so,  as  yet  the  glass  seems  tme, 
I  shall  have  share  in  tliis  most  happy  wreck  : 
Boy,  thou  hast  said  to  me  a  thousand  times, 

[To  Viola. 
Thou  never  should'st  love  woman  like  to  me. 

Vio.   And  all  those  sayings  will  I  over- swear  ^ 
And  all  tliose  swearings  keep  as  true  in  soul. 
As  dotli  that  orbed  continent  the  fire 
That  severs  day  from  night. 

Duke.  Give  me  thy  hand  > 

And  let  me  see  thee  in  thy  woman's  weeds. 

Vio.  The  captain,  that  did  bring  me  first  on  shore,. 
Hath  my  maid's  garments  :  he,  upon  some  action. 
Is  now  in  durance  -,  at  Malvolio's  suit, 
A  gentleman,  and  follower  of  my  lady's. 

OU.   He  shall  enlarge  him :— Fetch  Malvolio  hi- 
tlier: — 
And  yet,  alas,  now  I  remember  me. 
They  say,  poor  gentleman,  he's  much  distract. 
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Re-enter  Clown,  with  a  Letter. 

A  most  extracting  frenzy  of  mine  own 

From  my  remembrance  clearly  banish'd  his. — 

How  does  he,  siiTah  r 

Clo.  Truly,  madam,,  he  holds  Belzebub  at  the  stave's 
end,  as  well  as  a  man  in  his  case  may  do  :  he  has  here 
writ  a  letter  to  you,  I  should  have  given  it  to  you  to- 
day morning ;  but  as  a  madman's  epistles  are  no  gos- 
pels, so  it  skills  not  much,  when  they  are  dehvered. 

OIL   Open  it,  and  read  it. 

Clo.  Look  tlien  to  be  well  edified,  when  the  fool 
delivers  the  madman. — %  the  Lord,  madam, — 

OIL   How  now  !  art  thou  mad  ? 

Clo.  No,  m.adam,  I  do  but  read  madness ;  an  your 
ladyship  will  have  it  as  it  ought  to  be,  you  must  al- 
low vox. 

OIL   Pr'ytlie,  read  i'thy  right  wits. 

Clo.  So  I  do,  madonna  ;  but  to  read  his  right  v/its,. 
is  to  read  thus  :  tlierefore  perpend,  my  princess,  and 
give  ear. 

OH.   Read  it  you,  sirrah.  [To  Fabian. 

Fab.  [reads.~\  By  the  Lord,  madams  you  urong 
we,  and  the  Ziorld  shall  know  it :  though  you  have  put 
me  into  darkness,  and  given  your  drunken  cousin  rule, 
over  me,  yet  have  I  the  benefit  of  iny  senses  as  well  as 
your  ladyship.  I  have  your  own  letter  that  induced  me 
to  the  semblance  I  put  on  ;  with  the  which  I  doidd  not 
l}ut  to  do  myself  much  right,  or  you  much  shame.    Thmk 


WHAT  YOU  WILL.  235 

ttfme  as  you  phase.     I  leave  my  duty  a  little  tmthovght 
of,  and  speak  out  of  my  injury. 

The  madly-used  Makolio, 

OH.  Did  he  wi'ite  this  ? 

Clo.   Ay,  madam. 

Duke.  This  savours  not  much  of  distraction. 

OH.   See  him  deliver'd,,  Fabian  3  bring  him  hither. 

[Edit  Fabian.. 
My  lordj  so  please  you,  these  things  further  thought  on. 
To  think  me  as  well  a  sister  as  a  wife. 
One  day  shall  crown  the  alliance  on't,  so  please  you. 
Here  at  my  house,  and  at  my  proper  cost. 

Duke.   Madam,  I  am  most  apt  to  embrace  your 
offer. — 
Your  master  quits  you ;   \To  Viola.']  and,  for  your 

service  done  him. 
So  much  against  the  mettle  of  your  sex. 
So  far  beneath  your  soft  and  tender  breeding, 
And  since  you  call'd  me  master  for  so  long. 
Here  is  my  hand  3  you  shall  from  this  time  be 
Your  master's  mistress. 

Oli.  A  sister  r — vou  are  she. 

Re-enter  Fabian,  mth  Ma lv olio. 

Duke.   Is  this  the  madman  ? 

Oli.  Ay,  my  lord,  this  same  r 

How  now,  ^Malvolio  ? 

Mai.  Madam,  you  have  done  me  wrongs 

Notorious  wrong. 

Oli.  Have  I,  Malvolio  ?  no- 
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Mai.  Lady,   you  have.      Pray  you,   peruse  that 
letter : 
You  must  not  now  deny  it  is  your  hand. 
Write  from  it,  if  you  can,  in  hand,  or  phrase  ; 
Or  say,  'tis  not  your  seal,  nor  your  invention  : 
You  can  say  none  of  this  :  Well,  grant  it  then. 
And  tell  me,  in  the  modesty  of  honour. 
Why  you  have  given  me  such  clear  lights  of  favour  5 
Bade  me  come  smiling,  and  cross-garter'd  to  you. 
To  put  on  yellow  stockings,  and  to  frown 
LTpon  sir  Toby,  and  the  lighter  people  : 
And,  acting  this  in  an  obedient  hope. 
Why  have  you  suffer'd  me  to  be  imprisoned. 
Kept  in  a  dark  house,  visited  by  the  priest. 
And  made  the  most  notorious  geek  ^^j  and  gull. 
That  e'er  invention  play'd  on  ?  tell  me  why. 

Oli.   Alas,  Malvolio,  this  is  not  my  writing. 
Though,  I  confess,  much  like  the  character : 
But,  out  of  question,  'tis  Maria's  hand. 
And  now  I  do  bethink  me,  it  was  she 
First  told  me,  tliou  wast  mad  3  tlien  cam'st  in  smiling\^ 
And  in  such  forms  which  here  were  presupposd 
Upon  tliee  in  the  letter.     Pr'ytliee,  be  content : 
This  practice  hath  most  shrewdly  pass'd  upon  thee  y 
But,  when  we  know  the  grounds  and  authors  of  it. 
Thou  shalt  be  botli  the  plaintiff  and  the  judge 
Of  thine  own  cause. 

Fab,  Good  madam,  hear  me  speak  f 

And  let  no  quarrel,  nor  no  brawl  to  come. 
Taint  the  condition  of  this  present  hour. 
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Which  I  have  wonder'd  at.     In  hope  it  shall  not. 
Most  freely  I<  confess,  myself,  and  Toby, 
Set  tliis  device  against  Malvolio  here. 
Upon  some  stubborn  and  uncourteous  parts 
We  had  conceiv'd  against  him  :  Maria  writ 
The  letter,  at  sir  Toby's  great  importance  ; 
In  recompence  whereof,  he  hatli  married  her. 
How  with  sportful  malice  it  was  follow'd. 
May  rather  pluck  on  laughter  than  revenge ; 
If  that  the  injuries  be  justly  weigh'dj 
That  have  on  botli  sides  past. 

on.  Alas,  poor  fool !  how  have  they  baffled  thee  ^ 
Clu.  Why,  some  are  born  great,  some  atchieve  great- 
ness, andsojne  have  greatness  thrown  vpon  them.  I  was 
one,  sir,  in  tliis  interlude ;  one  sir  Topas,  sir  j  but 
that's  all  one  :  —  By  the  Lord,  fool,  I  am  not  mad; — 
But  do  you  remember  ^  Madam,  xchy  laugh  you  at  such 
a  barren  rascal  ?  an  you  smile  not,  he's  gagg'd :  And 
thus  the  whirligig  of  time  brings  in  his  revenges. 
Mai.  I'll  be  revenged  on  tlie  whole  pack  of  you. 

Oli.   He  hatli  been  most  notoriously  abus'd. 

Duke.   Pursue  him,  and  entreat  him  to  a  peace  : — 
He  hath  not  told  us  of  the  captain  yet  ; 
When  tliat  is  known,  and  golden  time  convents, 
A  solemn  combination  shall  be  made 
Of  our  dear  souls — Mean  time,  sweet  sister. 
We  will  not  part  from  hence. — Cesario,  comej 
Fox  so  you  shall  be,  \^hile  you  ai'e  a  man ; 
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But,  when  in  other  habits  yon  are  seen, 

Orsino's  mistress,  and  his  fancy's  queen,         [^Exeunt, 

SONG. 

Clo.    TF/ien  that  I  was  and  a  little  tiny  boy. 
With  hei/y  ho,  the  rvind  and  the  rain, 
j4  foolish  thing  ivas  but  a  toy. 
For  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

But  when  I  came  to  man^s  estate. 
With  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain, 

*  Gainst  knave  and  thief  men  shut  their  gate. 
For  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

But  when  I  came,  alas  !  to  wive. 
With  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain. 

By  swaggering  could  I  never  thrive, 
For  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day.  ' 

But  when  I  came  unto  my  bed. 

With  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain, 

With  toss-puts  still  had  drunken  head,     <■  i 
For  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day, 

A  great  while  ago  the  world  begun. 
With  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain. 

But  thafs  all  one,  our  play  is  done. 

And  we'll  strive  to  please  you  every  day,  \Exit. 


ANNOTATIONS 


DPON 


TWELFTH  NIGHT ;  or,  WHAT  YOU  WILL. 


^  E^er  since  pursue  me.']  This  image  evidently  al- 
ludes to  tlie  story  of  Actaeon,  by  which  Shakspeare 
seems  to  think  men  cautioned  against  too  great  fa* 
miliarity  with  forbidden  beauty.  Actaeon,  who  saw 
Diana  naked,  and  was  torn  in  pieces  by  his  hounds,  re- 
presents a  man  who,  indulging  his  eyes  or  his  imagina- 
tion with  the  view  of  a  woman  tliat  he  cannot  gain, 
has  his  heart  torn  with  incessant  longing.  An  inter- 
pretation far  more  elegant  and  natural  than  that  of  sir 
Francis  Bacon,  who,  in  his  '  Wisdom  of  the  Ancients,' 
supposes  this  story  to  warn  us  against  inquiring  into 
the  secrets  of  princes,  by  shewing  that  those  who 
know  that  which,  for  reasons  of  state,  is  to  be  con- 
cealed, will  be  detected  and  destroyed  by  their  o\\ti 
servants.  Johnson. 

^  Her  sweet  perfections.']  The  /irer,  braiH,  and  /lem  f, 
are  admitted  in  poetry  as  the  residence  of  passions ^ 
iudgmtnt,  and  sentiments.     These  are  what  Shakspeai'e 
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calls  her  sweet  peifedions,  tliough  he  has  not  very 
clearly  expressed  what  he  might  design  to  have  said. 

STEEVEXS. 

'  And  might  vot  he  deliver'd^o  the  uorld.]   *"  I  wish  I 
might  not  be  9nade  public  to  the  world,  with  regard  to 
the  state  of  my  birth  and  fortune,  till  I  have  gained  a. 
ripe  opportunity  for  my  design.' 

Viola  seems  to  have  formed  a  very  deep  design  with 
veiy  little  premeditation  :  she  is  thrown  by  shipwreck 
on  an  unknown  coast,  hears  that  die  prince  is  a  bache- 
lor, and  resolves  to  supplant  the  lady  whom  he  courts. 

JOHNSON. 

*  Vll  serve  this  duke;"]  Viola  is  an  excellent  schemer, 
never  at  a  loss ;  if  she  can't  serv^e  the  lady,  she  will 
serve  the  duke.  johnson. 

^  He's  as  tall  a  mail]  Tall  signified  formerly,  some- 
times stout  of  bodi/,  and  sometimes  stout  of  heart  or 
viind.  That  it  had  another  meaning  besides  high,  is 
evident  in  The  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor,  where  Slen- 
der is  said  to  be  a  tall  man  of  his  inches. 

^  — a  coystril,]  was  a  sort  of  lackey,  attending  to 
bear  the  arms  of  a  knight,  without  being  permitted, 
like  a  squire,  to  use  them.  Holinshed  calls  Coisterels 
'  unwarlike  attendants  on  an  army.'  See  his  Descrip* 
Hon  of  England,  vol.  iii.  page  2/2.  Coystril  was  also 
applied  to  a  dunghill-cock. 

"^  Castiliano  vulgo ;]  I  meet  with  tlie  word  Casiilian 
and  Castillans  in  several  of  the  old  comedies.  It  is 
difficult  to  assign  any  peculiar  propriety  to  it,  as  it 
appears  to   liave  been  used   as   a  cant  term.      The 
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host,  in  the  M.  W.  of  Windsor,  calls  Caius  a  Cas- 
tilian-Jiing  Urinal ;  and  in  tlie  Merry  Devil  of  EdmoU' 
ton,  one  of  tlie  characters  says.  Ha  !  wy  Castilian  dia^ 
logjies  !  In  an  old  comedy  call'd  Look  about  you,  16OO, 
it  is  joined  witli  another  toper's  exclamation  very  fre- 
quent in  Shakspeare  : 

"  And  liixo  will  he  cry,  and  Castile  too." 
So  again  in  Heywood's  Jew  of  Malta,  1 633. 

Hey,  Rivo  Castiliano,  man's  a  man. 

STEEVEXS. 

*  Ifs  dry,  sir.']  What  is  the  jest  of  dry  hand,  I  know 
not  any  better  than  Sir  Andrew.  It  may  possibly 
mean,  a  hand  with  no  money  in  it ;  or,  according  to 
the  rules  of  physiognomy,  she  may  intend  to  insinuate 
that  it  is  not  a  lover's  hand,  a  moist  hand  being  vul- 
garly accounted  a  sign  of  an  amorous  constitution. 

JOHN  SOX. 

That  a  dry  hand  is  not  a  lover's  hand,  I  should  con- 
sider as  the  only  meaning  of  Shakspeare. 

^  — like  mistress  Malts  picture  f]  Mr.  Steevens  sup- 
poses Shakspeare  to  mean,  by  mistress  Mall,  Mary 
Frith.  As  it  is  impossible  to  contradict  Mr.  Steevens^ 
and  say  our  author  did  not,  so  it  is  also,  bare  conjec- 
ture that  he  did  intend  her.  Shakspeare  certainly  has 
here  no  allusion  to  the  decency  or  the  delicacy  of  the 
age  ;  nor  to  Moll  Cutpurse's  being  an  hermaphrodite. 
He  speaks  of  a  picture  that  required  a  curtain  to  pre- 
vent its  being  spoiled  by  the  dust  5  but  we  know  of  no 
such  valuable  picture  tliat  was  ever  taken  of  the  Roar- 
ing Girl. 

VOL.  II.  S 
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^^  — fwfl  sink-a-pace.]  i.e.  a  cinquc'pace;  the  name 
of  a  dance,  the  measures  whereof  are  regulated  by 
the  number  five.  The  word  occurs  elsewhere  in  our 
author.  sm  J.  hawkins. 

1'  — a  flame-co/owr'o?  stock.']  The  old  copy  reads 
a  damd  colour  d  stock.  Stockings  were,  in  Shak- 
speare's  time,  called  stocks.  s  t  e  e  v  e  n  s . 

^2  — a  uomaii  s  part .1  That  is,  thy  proper  part  in  a 
play  would  be  a  woman's.  Women  were  then  per- 
sonated by  boys .  j  o  h  n  s  o  n. 

'^  A  good  lenten  anszvcr ;]  A  learij  or,  as  we  now 
call  it,  a  dri/  answer.  johnsox. 

14  — jio  better  tlian  the  fools'  zanies.]  In  tlie  repre- 
sentation of  a  fool,  we  always  see  a  stick  or  bauble  in 
his  hand,  with  a  cap  and  bell  like  his  own.  It  seems 
to  be  his  designation,  as  the  caduceus  was  tliat  of  ivler- 
cury.     This  is  called  a  zany. 

^^  — stand  at  your  door  like  a  sheriff's  post,]  It  was 
the  custom  for  that  officer  to  have  large  posts  set  up 
at  his  door,as  an  indication  of  his  office.  The  original 
of  which  was,  tliat  the  king's  proclamations,  and  otlier 
public  acts,  might  be  affixed  thereon  by  way  of  pub- 
lication.    So  Jonson's  Every  Man  out  of  his  Humour , 

pit  off 

To  the  lord  Chancellor  s  tomb,  or  the  Shrives  posts. 

WARBURTON. 

^^  And  leave  the  world  no  copy.]  How  much  more 
elegantly  is  this  thought  expressed  by   Shakspeare, 
tlian  by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  in  tlieir  Philaster  I 
J  grieve  such  virtue  should  be  laid  in  earth 
ll'iihout  an  heir.  steevexs. 
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*^  JPlth  groans  that  thunder  lore,  "u^ith  sighs  ofjire.'] 
This  line  is  worthy  of  Dry  den's  Abnanzor,  and  is  said 
in  mockery  of  amorous  hyperboles.        s t  e  e  v  e  n  s, 

^^The  county's  man: — ]  i.  e.  the  count's  man.  This 
genitive  to  count  is  not  unfrequent  in  Shakspeare. 

^^  — her  eyes  Jiad  lost  her  tongue,']  We  say  a  man 
loses  his  company  when  they  go  one  -way  and  he  goes 
anotlier.  So  Olivia's  tongue  lost  her  eyes ;  her  tongue 
was  talking  of  the  Duke  and  her  eyes  gazing  on  his 
messenger.  jounson, 

^°  Hoiv  easy  is  it,  for  the  proper-false 

In  women's  icaxen  hearts  to  set  their  forms  /]  Viola 
has  been  condemning  those  who  disguise  themselves, 
because  Olivia  had  fallen  in  love  with  a  specious  ap- 
pearance. How  easy  is  it,  she  addsj  for  tliose  who 
are  proper  (i.  e.  fair  in  their  appearance)  and  false 
(i.  e.  deceitful)  to  make  an  impression  on  the  hearts  of 
women!  steevens. 

^^  How  will  this  fadge  ?]  To  fadge  is  to  suit,  to  Jit, 
^^  I  did  impeticos  thy  gratillity  j]  This,  Sir  T.  Han- 
mer  tells  us,  is  tlie  same  with  impocket  thy  gratuity. 
He  is  undoubtedly  right  -,  but  we  must  read,  /  did 
impeticoat  thy  gratuity.  The  fools  were  kept  in  long 
coatSj  to  which  the  allusion  is  made.  There  is  yet 
much  in  tliis  dialogue  which  I  do  not  understand. 

JOHNSOX. 

I  believe  Sir  T.  Hanmer's  word  impocket  should  be 
preferred  to  Dr.  Johnson's  impeticoat.  The  Clown 
did  not  always  wear  peticoats. 
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23  — that  Xiill  draw  three  souh  out  of  one  •nearer  f ] 
Our  author  represents  weavers  as  much  given  to  har- 
mony in  his  time.     This  expression  of  the  power  of 
music  is  familiar  with  him.     So,   '^  Is  it  not  strange 
that  sheep's-guts  should  hale  men's  souls  out  of  their 
bodies  ?"     Why  he  says  three  soiih,  is  because  he  is 
speaking  of  a  catch  in  three  parts.     And  the  peripa- 
tetic philosophy,  then  in  vogue,  very  liberally  gave, 
every  man  tliree  souls  5   the  vegetative  or  plastic,  the 
animal,  and  the  rational.     To  this,  too,  Jonson  alludes 
in  his  Poetaster;  *'  What,  will  I  turn  shark  upon  my 
friends  ?    or  my  friends  friends  ?  /  scorn  it  with  my 
three  souls."  By  tlie  mention  of  these  ^//ree,  therefore, 
we  may  suppose  it  was  Shakspeare's  purpose  to  hint 
to  us  those  surprizing  effects  of  music,  which  the 
ancients    speak  of  when  they  tell  us  of  Amphion, 
who  moved  stones  and  trees ;  Orpheus  and  Arion,  who 
tamed  savage  beasts  ;  and  Timotheus,  who  governed, 
as  he  pleased,  the  passions  of  his  human  auditors.     So 
noble  an  obser\'ation  has  our  author  conveyed  in  the 
ribaldry  of  this  buffoon  character,      av  a  11  burton. 

24  Peg-a-F\.amsey ,']  Nash  mentions  Peg  of  Ramsey 
amongst  several  odier  ballads.  In  Durfey's  Fills  to 
purge  Melancholy  is  a  very  obscene  old  song,  entitled 
Peg-a-Ramsey,  mentioned  by  Dr.  Percy. 

25  — yQ^y  coziers'  catches — ]  Cozier  is  a  taylor> 
from  coudre,  to  sew,  participle  cousu_,  Fr. 

JOIINSOX. 

^  Sneck  up !  ]  So  in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Knight 
of  the  Burning  Pesllc, 


ANNOTATIONS.  245 

.    '*  Let  thy  fatlier  go  sneck  vp,  he  shall  never  come 
between  a  pair  of  sheets  with  me  again  whilst  he 

lives."  ST  EE  YENS. 

®^  — there  shall  be  no  wore  calces  and  ale  f  ]  It  was  the 
custom  on  holidays  or  saints  days  to  make  cakes  in 
honour  of  the  day.  The  Puritans  called  this,  super- 
stition, and  in  the  next  page  Maria  says,  tliat  Moholio 
is  sometimes  a  kind  of  Puritan.  See  Qnarlous's  ac- 
count of  Ptabbi  Busy.  Act  i.  sc.  3.  Ben.  Jonson's  Bar- 
thelmeio  Fair.  dr.  letherlaxd. 

^^  — rub  your  chain  xvifh  crums:]  Stewards  anciently 
wore  a  chain  as  a  mark  of  superiority  over  other  ser- 
vants.    So  in  Webster's  Dutchess  of  Malfy,  l623, 

*^  Yes,  and  the  chippiugs  of  the  buttery  fly  after  him 
to  scower  his  sold  chain."  s t e e  v £ x s . 

-^  — Pent hcsi lea.]  Penthesilea  was  a  queen  of  the 
Amazons  slain  by  Achilles. 

^^  Let  still  the  xcoman  take  An  elder  than  herself-] 
'  Live  and  learn,'  says  tlie  proverb.  No  speech  in  all 
Shakspeare's  writings  is  more  importantly  true  than 
tliis  of  tlie  Duke.  Yet  the  poet,  when  a  mere  boy, 
married  a  woman  seven  years  older  than  himself. 

^^  — thy  mind  is  a  'cery  opal !]  The  opal  is  a  pre- 
cious stone  which  frequently  appears  to  change  its  co- 
lour, as  it  is  view'd  in  a  ditferent  light.  The  Clown 
tells  the  Duke  that  his  mind  is  as  changeable  as  tliis 
gem,  because  he  sent  for  him  but  a  few  minutes  be- 
■fore,  and  now  begs  leave  to  leare  him. 

^-  I  am  all  the  daughters  of  my  father  s  house, 

And  all  the  brothers  too\ ]    This  was   the 
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most  artful  answer  that  could  be  given.  The  ques- 
tion was  of  such  a  nature,  tliat  to  have  declined  the 
appearance  of  a  direct  answer,  must  have  raised  su- 
spicion. This  has  the  appearance  of  a  direct  answer, 
that  the  sister  died  of  lier  love ;  she  (who  passed  for  a 
man)  saying,  she  was  all  the  daughters  of  her  father's 
house.  But  the  Oxford  editor,  a  great  enemy,  as  should 
seem,  to  all  equivocation,  obliges  her  to  answer  thus. 
She's  all  the  daughters  of  my  father's  house. 

And  I  am  all  the  sons 

But  if  the  editor  should  be  asked  now,  how  the  Duke 
came  to  take  this  for  an  answer  to  his  question,  to  be 
sure  tlie  editor  can  tell  us.  warburtox. 

^^  7i€ttle  of  India  f]  The  poet  must  here  mean  a 
zoophyte,  called  the  Urtica  marina j  abounding  in  the 
Indian  seas. 

*^  Quae  tacta  totlus  corporis  pruritum  quendam  ex- 
''  citat,  unde  nomen  urficce  est  sortita." 

Wolfgan.  Hist,  Aniinal. 
Urticce  marince  omnes  pruritum  quendam  movent, 

et  acrimonia  sua  venerem  extinctam  et  sopitam  ex- 
"  citant."      Johnstons  Hist,  Nat,  de  Exang.  Aqiiaf. 

jp.  56.  STEEVENS. 

2"^  the  lady  of  the  strachy]  We  should  read  Trachj, 
i.  e,  Thrace;  for  so  the  old  English  writers  called  it. 
Mandeville  says,  '*■  As  Trachye  and  Macedoigne  of 
the  which  Alisandre  was  kyng."        w  a  r  b  u  r  t  o  x . 

What  we  should  read  it  is  hard  to  say.  Here  is  an 
allusion  to  some  old  story  \^'hich  I  have  not  yet  dis- 
covered. JOilNSOX. 
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Mr.  Steevens  would  suggest  starchy  from  to  starch: 
but  tlie  vanity  of  the  coxcomb  Malvolio,  which  had 
dubb'd  him  a  count  in  his  last  reverie,  would  hardly 
sutFer  him  to  waste  a  tliought  on  '  the  lady  who  had 
the  care  of  the  linen.' 

^^  Though  our  silence  be  drawn  fro?n  vs  with  cars,] 
Dr.  Johnson  would  read  carts,  and  JNIr.  Tyrwhitt 
cables,  yet  it  appears  to  me  that  a  car  is  as  good  a  vehicle 
to  draw  silence  with  as  any  other.  The  fact  is,  it  is 
one  of  the  thousand  lines  that  Ben  Jonson  wished  to 
God  Shakspeare  had  blotted,  when  the  hurry*  which 
caused  him  to  write  them  was  over.  We  talk  of  draii' 
7 tig  out  a  man's  uords  or  a  man's  confession :  but  to 
silence  we  affix  invariably  some  verb  of  inhibition  or 
restraint.  To  draw  with  a  car,  or  a  cart,  or  a  cable, 
or  hi/  the  ears,  or  any  other  mode  of  drawing  tliat  the 
ingenuity  of  a  commentator  can  recur  to,  will  never 
give  to  the  reader  a  palatable  idea  of  an  imposition  of 
silence. 

^®  — her  great  P'6-.]  In  the  direction  of  the  letter 
which  Malvolio  reads,  there  is  neitlier  a  C,  nor  a  P, 
to  be  found.  steevens. 

There  may,  however,  be  words  in  the  direction 
which  he  does  not  read.  To  formal  directions  of  two 
ages  ago,  were  often  added  these  words.  Humbly 
r  resent.  johnson. 

^^  stannyel]  The  name  of  a  kind  of  hawk,  is  very 
judiciously  put  here  for  a  stallion,  by  Sir  Thomas  Han- 
mer.  joiinson. 
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^^  as  rank  as  a  fox.]  Sir  Thomas  Hanmer  reads  not 
as  rank.     The  otlier  editions^  though  it  be  as  rank. 

JOHNSOX. 

Sowter,  which  means  a  bungler^  a  cobler,  or  botcher, 
is  here  put  for  a  bunghng  hound :  hence  to  fox-hunters 
the  reading  of  Sir  T.  Hanmer  will  appear  the  most 
proper. 

^9  I  will  he  point-de-vice,  the  very  man.]  This  phrase 
is  of  French  extraction — a  points-devisez.  Chaucer 
uses  it  in  the  Romaimt  of  the  Rose, 

''  Her  nose  was  wrought  at  point-device." 
i.  e.  with  the  utmost  possible  exactness,   steevens. 

'^'^  — tray-trip,]  Tray-trip  is  mentioned  in  The  City 
Match  by  Jasper  Maine,  1639, 

"  while  she 

"^  Made  visits  above  stairs,  would  patiently 
""  Find  himself  business  ?Lt  tray-trip  i'the  hall." 
And  again  in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Scornful  Lady, 
1616, 

*'  Reproving  him  at  tray-trip,  sir,  for  swearing." 
So  again  in  Glapthorne's  Wit  in  a  Constable,  I609, 

''  mean  time,  you  may  play  at  traij-trip 

or  cockall  for  black  puddings."  st  ee vens. 

^^  —  a  cheveril  glove — ]  A  c//erm/ glove  [i.e.  a  kid- 
leather  glove,  from  tlie  French  chevreau]  being  dressed 
but  on  one  side,  puts  on  a  different  appearance  ac- 
cording to  the  side  that  is  turned  outwards. 

^^  —the  haggard,]  The  haggard  is  the  vnrcclainicd 
haxvkj  who  flies  after  every  bird  witliout  distinction. 

STEEVENS. 
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The  meaning  may  be,  that  he  must  catch  every 
opportunity,  as  the  wild  hawk  strikes  every  bird. 
But  perhaps  it  might  be  read  more  properly. 

Not  like  the  haggard. 
He  must  chuse  persons  and  times,  and  observe  tem- 
pers, he  must  fly  at  proper  game,  like  the  trained 
hawk,  and  fly  at  large  like  the  haggardly  to  seize  all 
tliat  comes  in  his  way.  johistson. 

43  — the  list — ]   is  the  hound,  limit,  farthest  point. 

JOHNSON. 

**  No,  not  a  grise^]  Agrise  is  a  step,  sometimes  writ- 
ten grecse,  from  dcgrcs,  French.  johnson. 

'^^  I  had  as  lief  be  a  Brownist,  as  a  politician.^  The 
sect  of  the  Broav/iV*,  of  which  the  poet  makes  men- 
tion, w^as  derived  from  one  Robert  Brown,  in  the  year 
1581.  The  tenets  of  tliis  sect  were  of  so  absurd  a 
nature,  and  so  totally  repugnant  to  the  modes  of  the 
establishment  at  that  time,  that  they  drew  upon  tliem- 
selves  the  public  censure,  the  consequence  of  which 
was,  that  they  were  soon  obliged  to  seek  an  as}dum 
in  the  Netlierlands.  Some  time  afterwards  the  au- 
thor returned  and  took  orders  in  tlie  church  of  Eng- 
land, but  (nefas  diet u J  he  turned  out  to  be  a  very 
profligate  and  unworthy  pastor. 

It  is  remarkable,  that  a  part  of  this  sect,. transplant- 
ing themselves  into  America,  laid  tlie  foundation  of 
the  colony  of  New  England .  Humphreys. 

The  Brozi'nist.s  seem,  in  the  time  of  our  author,  to 
have  been  tlie  constant  objects  of  popular  satire.     In 
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the  old  comedy  of  Ram-alki/j  l6ll,  is  the  following 
stroke  at  tliem : 

'^  of  a  new  sect^  and  the  good  professors,  will, 
^'  like  the  Brownisty  frequent  gravel-pits  shortly,  for 
*^  they  use  woods  and  obscure  holes  already." 

STEEVElsrS. 

*^  /  have  sejit  after  him:  He  says,  hell  come ;]  From 
whom  could  my  lady  have  any  such  intelligence  ?  Her 
servant,  employed  upon  tliis  errand,  was  not  yet  re- 
tum'd;  and,  when  he  does  return,  he  brings  word, 
tliat  the  youth  would  hardly  be  intreated  back.  I  am 
persuaded,  she  was  intended  rather  to  be  in  suspense, 
and  deliberating  witli  herself:  putting  the  supposi- 
tion tliat  he  would  come  ,  and  asking  herself,  in  that 
case,  how  she  should  entertain  him.      theobald. 

He  says,  he' II  come;~\  i.  e.  I  suppose  now,  or  ad- 
mit now,  he  says  he'll  come ;  which  Mr.  Theobald, 
not  understanding,  alters  unnecessarily  to,  say  he  icill 
come ;  in  which  the  Oxford  editor  has  followed  him. 

WARBUilTOX. 

"*'  — midsummer  madness.]  Hot  weather  often  turns 
the  brain,  which  is,  I  suppose,  alluded  to  here. 

JOHNSON. 

*^  — cherry-pit]  Cherry-pit  is  pitching  cheny-stones 
into  a  little  hole.  Nash,  speaking  of  the  paint  on 
ladies'  faces,  says — '^  You  may  play  at  cherry-pit  in 
*'  tlieir  cheeks."     So  in  a  comedy,  called  The  Isle  of 

Gulls,  161 1 "  if  she  were  here,  I  would  have  a 

*'  bout  at  cobnut  or  cherry-pit.''     So  in  The  Witch  of 
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Edmonforij  "  I  have  lov'd  a  witch  ever  since  I  play'd 
*'  at  cherry-pit .'  steevens. 

'*^  Hang  Jiini,  foul  coUier  !]  Collier  was,  in  our  au- 
thor's time,  a  term  of  the  highest  reproach.  So  great 
were  the  impositions  practised  by  the  venders  of  coals, 
that  R.  Greene,  at  the  conclusion  of  his  Notable  Dis- 
covery  of  Cozenage,  1592,  has  published  what  he  calls, 
A  pleasant  Discovery  of  the  Cosenage  of  Colliers. 

STEEVEXS. 

50  — ^^Qj.  (Jiig  jewel  for  we,]  Jetvel  does  not  pro- 
perly signify  a  single  gem,  but  any  precious  ornament 
or  supei*fluity .  j  o  h  n  s  o  x . 

^^  He  is  knight,  diibVcl  with  v7ihacJi\l  rapier,  and  on 
carpet  consideration ; — ]  That  is,  he  is  no  soldier  by 
profession,  not  a  Knight  Banneret,  dubbed  in  the  field 
of  battle,  but,  on  carpet  consideration,  at  a  festivity,  or 
on  some  peaceable  occasion,  when  knights  receive 
tlieir  dignity  kneeling  not  on  the  ground,  as  in  war, 
but  on  a  carpet.  This  is,  I  believe,  the  original  of  the 
contemptuous  term  a  carpet  knight,  who  was  naturally 
held  in  scorn  by  the  men  of  war.  joiinsox. 

There  was  an  order  of  knighthood  of  tlie  appellation 
of  KxiGHTs  of  the  Carpet,  though  few  or  no  per- 
sons (at  least  among  those  whom  I  have  consulted) 
seem  to  know  any  thing  about  it,  or  even  to  have 
heard  of  it.  I  have  taken  some  memoranda  concern- 
ing tlie  institution,  and  know  that  William  lord  Burgh 
(of  Starborough  castle  in  the  county  of  Surr}"-,  father 
to  Thomas  lord  Burgh,  deputy  of  Ireland,  and  to  Sir 
John  Biu-gh  who  took  the  great  Caracca  ship  in  1592) 
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was  made  a  Knight  of  the  Carpet,  at  Westminster^  on 
tlie  2d  of  October,  1553,  the  day  after  Queen  Mary's 
coronation  :  and  I  met  with  a  list  of  all  who  were 
made  so  at  the  same  time,  in  Strype's  Memorials,  vol, 
iii.  Appendix,  p.  11. 

See  Anstiss  Ohsernations  on  the  Knighthood  of  the 
Bath  (Lond.  1720),  p.  50.  ''  Upon  the  accession  of 
"  Queen  Mary  to  the  throne,  a  commission  was 
*'^  granted  to  the  earl  of  Arundel,  empowering  him  to 
^'^  make  knights,  but  without  any  additional  title , 
"  within  two  days  after  the  date  of  tliat  patent :  \^'hich 
''  were  the  two  days  preceding  her  coronation.  In 
*"'  pursuance  hereof,  we  find  the  names  of  the  knights 
'^  created  by  him,  according  to  tlie  stated  form  of 
**'  creating  knights  of  the  Batli  j  and  the  variety  of  the 
**■  ceremonies  used,  so  distinctly  related,  that  it  parti- 
'^  cularly  deserves  to  be  consulted  in  the  appendix." 

So  that  Mr.  Anstis  plainly  considers  them  as  being 
only  a  species  of  Knights  of  tlie  Bath,  though  icithout 
any  additional  title. 

If  so,  the  appellation  of  Knights  of  the  Carpet  might 
be  only  popular ;  not  their  strict  or  proper  title.  This, 
however,  was  sufficient  to  induce  Shakspeare  (who 
wrote  \\^hilst  they  were  commonly  spoken  of  by  such 
an  appellation)  to  use  that  term,  in  c-o«i^/-6r#  to  a  knight- 
hood conferred  upon  a  real  soldier,  as  a  reward  of 
military  valour. 

For  this  valuable  note  I  am  happy  to  confess  my 
obligations  to  James  Burrow,  Esq.  of  tlie  Temple, 
F.  R.  S.  and  F.  S.  A.    Greene  uses  the  term — Carpet- 
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knights,  in  contempt  of  tliose  of  whom  he  is  speak- 
ings and  in  The  Downfal  of  Robert  Earl  of  Hunting- 
ton,  1601,  it  is  employed  for  the  same  purpose  : 

'^  soldiers,,  come  awayj 

"  This  Carpet-knight  sits  carping  at  our  scars." 

STEEVENS. 

^^  — I  have  not  seen  such  a  virago.]  Virago  cannot 
be  properly  used  here,  unless  we  suppose  Sir  Toby  to 
mean,  I  never  saw  one  who  had  so  much  the  look  of 
woman,  with  the  prowess  of  man.  j o h  n  s o  y . 

^^  — 0' erJlourisK d  by  the  devil.]  In  the  time  of  Shak- 
speare,  trunks,  which  are  now  deposited  in  lumber- 
rooms,  or  other  obscure  places,  were  part  of  the  fur- 
niture of  apartments  in  which  company  was  received. 
I  have  seen  more  tlian  one  of  these,  as  old  as  die  time 
of  our  poet.  They  were  richly  ornamented  on  the 
tops  and  sides  with  scroll  work,  emblematical  de- 
vices, &c.  and  were  elevated  on  feet. 

STEEVENS. 

^  I  am  afraid  this  great  lubber  the  xcorld  voill  prove 
a  cockney.]  That  is,  affectation  and  foppery  will  over- 
spread the  world.  Johnson. 

^^  In  this  uncivil  and  tinjii  t  extent]  Exterit  is,  in 
law,  a  writ  of  execution,  whereby  goods  are  seized  for 
the  king.  It  is  therefore  taken  here  for  violence  in 
general,  johnson. 

^^  — bay-windows — ]  A  bay-xcindovo  is  the  same  as  a 
bow-Kindow  ;  a  window  in  a  recess,  or  bay.  The  fol- 
lowing instances  may  support  the  supposition : 
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"  We  are  simply  stock' d,  with  cloth  of  tissue 

*'  cushions 
'*"  To  furnish  out  bajf-windows." 

Chaste  Maid  in  Cheap-side j  lG20. 
So  in  Cinthia's  Refeh  by  B.  Jonson,   16OI. 

"^  retiring  myself  into  a  bay-ui/tdon:,  &c." 

Again,  Stone's  Chro?ikle  of  Hen.  IV. 

''  As  Tho.  Montague  rested  him  at  a  hay-mndow, 
*'  a  gun  was  levell'd,  &c." 

So  in  a  small  black-letter  book,  entitled.  Beware  the 
Cat,  1594,  written  by  Maister  Streamer : 

''  I  was  lodged  in  a  chamber,  which  had  a  faire 
hay-window  opening  into  the  garden." 
So  in  Haywood  the  Epigrammist  : 

'^  Ail  Newgate  windoM-es,  hay-windows  they  he, 
"  All  lookers  out  there  stand  at  bay  we  see." 

STEEVEXS. 

^^  — I  am  for  all  water s."]  A  phrase  taken  from  the 
actor's  ability  of  making  the  audience  cry  either  with 
mirth  or  grief.  warburton. 

I  rather  tliink  this  expression  bon^owed  from  sports- 
men, and  relating  to  the  qualifications  of  a  complete 
spaniel.  johnsox. 

A  cloak  for  all  kinds  of  knavery  5  taken  from  the 
Italian  proverb,  Ta  hai  niantdlo  da  ugjii  acqua. 

SMITH. 

I  am  rather  of  the  opinion  of  Mason  and  Mr.  Hen- 
ley that  the  Clown  here  means  by  waters,  tlie  colour 
of  the  dhYeient  jjrecious  stones,     *'  I  have  played  Sir 
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Topas  well,  you  say  j  I  can  play  any  other  part,  or  a 
stone  of  any  other  water,  just  as  much  to  advantage." 
^^  Maintain  no  words  xvith  him,']  Here  the  Clown  in 
tlie  dark  acts  two  persons,  and  counterfeits,  by  va- 
riation of  voice,  a  dialogue  between  himself  and  Sir 

Topas. /  iiill,  sir,  I  uiU,  is  spoken  after  a  pause, 

as  if,  in  tlie  mean  time.  Sir  Topas  had  whispered. 

JOHNSO^r. 

^^  Like  to  the  old  vice,]  Vice  was  the  fool  of  the 
old  Moralities.  Some  traces  of  this  character  are  still 
preserved  in  puppet-shows,  and  by  country  mummers. 

JOHXSOX. 

This  character  was  always  acted  in  a  mask ;  it  pro- 
bably had  its  name  from  the  old  French  word  vis,  for 
which  tliey  now  use  visage,  though  tliey  still  retain  it 
in  vis  a  vis,  which  is_,  literally, /ace  to  face. 

STEEVE:?fS. 

®^ — interchangement  of  your  rings ;]  In  former  days 
the  wife  gave  also  a  ring  to  the  husband,  in  the  cele- 
bration of  marriage. 

^'  — case  ?]  Case  is  a  word  used  contemptuously 
for  skin.  We  yet  talk  of  3.  fox  case,  meaning  tlie 
stuffed  skin  of  a  fox.  johnsox. 

^^  — apavin,]  This  dance  is  mentioned  by  Beau- 
mont and  Fletcher  in  the  Mad  Lover  : 
*'  I'll  pipe  him  such  a  pavan" 
And  in  Stephen  Gossons  Schoole  of  Abuse,  containing 
a  pkasaiuit  invective  against  Poets,  Pipers,  &c.  I5y(j, 
it  is  enumerated,  as  follows,  among  otlier  dances : 
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^'  Dumps,  panins,  galliardes,  measures,  fancyes,  or 
*'  newe  streynes."  I  do  not,  at  last,  see  how  the 
sense  will  completely  quadrate  on  the  present  oc- 
casion. STEEVENS. 

63 — gedj]    A  fool.  JOHNSON. 
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Tx  the  fifth  novel  of  the  eightli  decad  of  Giraldi  Cin- 
thio,  Maximine  emperor  of  Rome  invests  Jurisie,  an 
officer  renowned  for  his  rigid  justice,  with  fall  au- 
thority in  tlie  government  of  Inspnick. 

A  citizen  of  that  town,  by  name  Lodovico,  having 
ravished  a  girl,  confesses  the  fact,  and  according  to  a 
law  in  force  was  sentenced  for  it  to  lose  his  head. 

Epitio,  tlie  sister  of  Lodovico,  who  was  tlien  only 
in  her  sixteentli  year,  and  of  a  person  extremely  beau- 
tiful, prostrates  herself  at  tlie  feet  of  the  governor  to 
supplicate  her  brother's  life.  Juriste  is  fired  by  lust, 
and  determines  to  seduce  her.  For  this  pui-pose  he 
appoints  anotlier  inten^iew,  and  then  proposes  her  dis- 
honour as  the  price  of  her  brother's  pardon,  at  tlie 
same  time  giving  her  hopes  that  he  might  perhaps  re- 
pair the  injury  by  marriage. 

The  vh'tuous  maid  spurns  at  the  proffered  terms^ 
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and  flies  to  her  unfortunate  brother,  whom  she  ex- 
horts and  encourages  to  submit  to  his  fate  with  a  pro- 
per fortitude ;  but  the  fear  of  death  overpowers  the 
resohition  of  Lodovico,  and  Epitia  to  save  him  becomes 
tlie  victim  of  Juriste's  baseness. 

The  unfeehng  and  ungenerous  governor,  after  his 
lust  is  satiated,  falsifies  his  word,  and  instead  of  liberat- 
ing tlie  injured  virgin's  brother,  he  sends  him  home  to 
her  a  lifeless  corpse.  Grief  and  wounded  honour 
now  urge  her  steps  to  the  emperor,  who  first  causes 
Juriste  to  many  her  in  his  presence,  and  afterwards 
condemns  him  to  suffer  a  like  death  with  Lodovico. 

This  sentence  of  Maxim ine  soon  finds  its  way  to 
the  lodgings  of  Epitia.  Again  she  appears  a  suppliant 
before  the  emperor  to  beg  the  life  of  her  husband. 
^^  His  death  was  before,"  says  she,  "  due  to  my 
wrongs,  but  his  life  is  now  become  my  care  through 
tlie  engagements  you  have  made  me  enter  into  with 
him,"  Juriste  is  pardoned  at  the  entreaty  of  his  wife, 
and,  struck  with  her  uncommon  magnanimity  and 
kindness,  he  treats  her  with  unbounded  love  to  tlie 
end  of  his  life. 

Doctor  Johnson,  speaking  of  Measure  for  Measure, 
says,  "  I  cannot  but  suspect  that  some  other  had  new 
modelled  tlie  novel  of  Cynthio,  or  written  a  story 
which  in  some  particulars  resembled  it,  and  that  Cyii- 
tliio  was  not  the  author  Mhom  Shakspeare  imme- 
diately followed.  The  emperor  in  Cynthio  is  named 
Maxim'ine ;  the  duke,  in  Shakspeare's  enumeration  of 
tJie  persons  of  tlie  drama,  is  called  Vinccntio.     This 


201 

appears  a  very  slight  remark ;  but  since  tlie  duke  has 
no  name  in  the  play,  nor  is  ever  mentioned  but  by  his 
title,  why  should  he  be  called  Vincentio  among  the 
persons,  but  because  the  name  was  copied  from  the 
story,  and  placed  supei^fluously  at  the  head  of  tlie  list 
by  tlie  micre  habit  of  transcription  ?  It  is  tlierefore 
likely  that  tliere  was  then  a  story  of  Vincentio,  duke 
of  Vienna,  different  from  that  of  Maximine  emperor 
of  the  Romans. 

"  Of  this  play  the  light  c«*  comick  part  is  \erj  na- 
tural and  pleasing ;  but  tlie  grave  scenes,  if  a  few  pas- 
sages be  excepted,  have  more  labour  than  elegance. 
The  plot  is  ratlier  intricate  tlian  artful.  The  time  of 
the  action  is  indefinite ;  some  time,  we  know  not  how 
much,  must  have  elapsed  between  the  recess  of  the 
duke  and  the  imprisonment  of  Claudio ;  for  he  must 
have  learned  tlie  story  of  Mariana  in  his  disguise,  or 
he  delegated  his  power  to  a  man  already  known  to 
be  corrupted.  The  unities  of  action  and  place  are 
f5ufficiently  preserved." 


Persons  llepresented. 


Vi N  C  E  N  T I  o ,  diihe  of  Vienna. 

At^gelo,  lord  deputy  in  the  duke's  absence. 

Esc  ALUS,  an  ancient  lord,  joined  with  Angela  in  the 

deputation. 
C L  A  u  D I o,  «  young  goitlcman. 
I^uciOj  a  fanfastick. 
Tivo  other  like  Genilrmen. 
Varrius*;,  a  gentleman,  sen  ant  to  the  duke, . 
Provost. 

Thomas,-^ 

,.  /  tiDO  friars. 

Peter,    j 

A  Justice. 

Elbow,,  a  simple  constable. 

Froth,  a  foolish  gen  tleman. 

Cloicn,  servant  to  Mrs.  Over-done. 

AmiORSO"^ J  an  execidioner. 

B  A  R  :n^  A  R  D 1 N  E,  a  dissolute  prisoner, 

Isabella,  sister  to  Claudio. 
]Marian  a,  betrothed  to  Angelo. 
Juliet,  beloved  by  Claudio. 
Irancisca,  a  nun. 
Mistress  O  v  e r-d o  n  e,  a  band. 

Lords,   Gentlemen,   Guards,   Officers,   and  other 

Attendants, 

SCENE,  Vienna, 

*  Varrius  might  be  omitted,  fur  he  is  only  once  spoken  to,  and  says 

hCthing.  JOUNSON. 
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ACT  L    SCEJSfE  I. 

An  Apartment  in  the  Duke's  Palace, 
-Enter  Duke,  Escalus,  Lords,  and  Attendants » 

Duke.  Esc  ALUS, — 

Escal.  My  lord. 

Duke.  Of  government  the  properties  to  unfold. 
Would  seem  in  me  to  affect  speech  and  discourse  ^ 
Since  I  am  put  to  know  ^  that  your  own  science. 
Exceeds,  in  that,  the  lists  of  all  advice 
My  strength  can  give  you :  Then  no  more  remain^J 
But  that  to  your  sufficiency,  as  your  worth  is  able. 
And  let  tliem  work  *.     The  nature  of  our  people. 
Our  city's  institutions,  and  the  terms 
For  common  justice,  you  are  as  pregnant  in^ 
As  art  and  practice  hath  enriched  any 
That  we  remember  :  There  is  our  commission. 
From  which  we  would  not  have  you  warp. — Call 

hither, 
I  say,  bid  come  before  us  Angelo. — 

[Exit  an  Attendant, 
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"What  figure  of  us  think  you  he  will  bear  ? 

For  you  must  know^  we  have  with  special  soul 

Elected  him  our  absence  to  supply ; 

Lent  him  our  terror^  drest  him  with  our  love  5 

And  given  his  deputation  all  the  organs 

Of  our  own  power  :  What  think  you  of  it  ? 

Escal,  If  any  in  Vienna  be  of  wortli 
To  undergo  such  ample  grace  and  honour. 
It  is  lord  Angelo. 

Enter  K^oiL'LO. 

Dulce.  Look,  where  he  comes. 

A7}g.  Always  obedient  to  your  grace's  -mW, 
1  come  to  know  your  pleasure. 

Duhe.  Angelo, 

There  is  a  kind  of  character  in  thy  life. 
That,  to  the  observer,  doth  thy  history 
Fully  unfold :  Thyself  and  thy  belonging 
Are  not  thine  own  so  proper,  as  to  waste 
Thyself  upon  thy  virtues,  them  on  thee. 
Heaven  doth  with  us,  as  we  with  torches  do ; 
Not  light  them  for  themselves :  for  if  our  virtues 
Did  not  go  forth  of  us,  'twere  all  alike 
As  if  we  had  tliem  not.    Spirits  are  not  finely  touch'd^ 
But  to  fine  issues :  nor  nature  never  lends 
The  smallest  scruple  of  her  excellence. 
But,  like  a  thrifty  goddess,  she  determines 
Herself  the  glory  of  a  creditor. 
Both  thanks  and  use.     But  I  do  bend  my  speech 
To  one  that  can  my  part  in  hijn  advertise  ^ 
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Hold  therefore,  Angelo ; 

In  our  remove,  be  thou  at  full  ourself  j 

Mortality  and  mercy  in  Vienna 

Live  in  thy  tongue  and  heart :  Old  Escalus, 

Though  first  in  question,  is  tliy  secondary  : 

Take  thy  commission. 

Aug.  Now,  good  my  lord. 

Let  there  be  some  more  test  made  of  my  metal^ 
Before  so  noble  and  so  great  a  figure 
Be  stamp' d  upon  it. 

Duke.  No  more  evasion  : 

We  have  with  a  leaven'd  and  prepared  choice 
Proceeded  to  you  -,  tlierefore  take  your  honours. 
Our  haste  from  hence  is  of  so  quick  condition. 
That  it  prefers  itself,  and  leaves  un question' d 
Matters  of  needful  value.     We  shall  write  to  you. 
As  time  and  our  concernings  shall  importune. 
How  it  goes  with  us  j  and  do  look  to  know 
What  dotli  befal  you  here.     So,  fare  you  well : 
To  the  hopeful  execution  do  I  leave  you 
Of  your  commissions. 

A?ig.  Yet,  give  leave,  my  lord. 

That  we  may  bring  you  something  on  the  way. 

Duke,  My  haste  may  not  admit  it ; 
Nor  need  you,  on  mine  honour,  have  to  do 
With  any  scruple  :  your  scope  is  as  mine  own  5 
So  to  enforce,  or  qualify  tlie  laws. 
As  to  your  soul  seems  good.     Give  me  your  hand  -, 
I'll  privily  away  :  I  love  the  people. 
But  do  not  like  to  stage  me  to  tlieir  eyes : 
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Though  it  do  well,  I  do  not  relish  well 
Their  loud  applause,  and  ares  vehement ; 
Nor  do  I  tliink  the  man  of  safe  discretion^ 
That  does  affect  it.     Once  more,  fare  you  well. 

jt^ng.  The  heavens  give  safety  to  your  purposes  ! 

Escal.  Lead  forth,  and  bring  you  back  in  happiness ! 

Duke.  I  thank  you  :  Fare  you  well.  [Exit. 

Escal.  I  shall  desire  you,  sir,  to  give  me  leave 
To  have  free  speech  witli  you ;  and  it  concerns  me 
To  look  into  tlie  bottom  of  my  place  : 
A  power  I  have ;  but  of  what  strength  and  natiu-e 
I  am  not  yet  instructed. 

ying.  'Tis  so  with  me  : — Let  us  withdraw  togetiier. 
And  we  may  soon  our  satisfaction  have 
Touching  that  point. 

EscaL  I'll  wait  upon  your  honour. 

[Exeunt, 

CENE  II. 

A  Street. 

Enter  Lucio,  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Liicio.  If  the  duke,  with  the  otlier  dukes,  come  not 
to  composition  with  the  king  of  Hungary,  why,  tlien 
all  tlie  dukes  fall  upon  the  king. 

1  Gent.  Heaven  grant  us  its  peace,  but  not  the  king 
of  Hungary's  ! 

2  Gent.  Amen. 

Lucio.  I'hou  concludest  like  tlie  sanctimonious  pi- 
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rate,  tliat  went  to  sea  with  tlie  ten  coniiTiandments> 
but  scraped  one  out  of  the  table. 

2  Gent,  Thou  shalt  not  steal  ? 

Lticio.  Ay,  that  he  razed. 

1  Gent.  Why,  'twas  a  commandment  to  command 
tlie  captain  and  all  tlie  rest  from  their  functions  j  they 
put  forth  to  steal :  There's  not  a  soldier  of  us  all,  tliat, 
in  the  tlianksgiving  before  meat,  dotli  relish  the  pe- 
tition well  that  prays  for  peace. 

2  Gent.  I  never  heard  any  soldier  dislike  it. 
Lucio.  I  believe  thee  3  for,  I  think,  thou  never  wast 

where  grace  was  said. 

2  Gent.  No  ?  a  dozen  times  at  least. 

1  Gent.  What  ?  in  metre  ^  ? 

Lucio.  In  any  proportion,  or  in  any  language. 

1  Gerii.  I  think,  or  in  any  religion, 

Lucio.  Ay !  why  not  ?  Grace  is  grace,  despite  of 
all  controversy  :  As  for  example  5  Thou  thyself  art  a 
wicked  villain,  despite  of  all  grace. 

1  Gent.  Well,  there  went  but  a  pair  of  sheers  be- 
tween us. 

Lucio.  I  grant  J  as  there  may  between  the  lists  and 
the  velvet :  Thou  art  the  list. 

1  Gent.  And  thou  the  velvet :  thou  art  good  velvet  3 
thou  art  a  three  -pil'd  piece,  I  warrant  thee  :  I  had  as 
lief  be  a  list  of  an  English  kersey,  as  be  pil'd,  as  thou, 
art  pil'd,  for  a  French  velvet  ^     Do  I  speak  feelingly 


now  ? 


Lucio.  I  think  thou  dost ;   and,  indeed,  with  most 
painflil  feeling  of  thy  speech :  I  will,  out  of  thine  owa 
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confession,  learn  to  begin  thy  healtli  3  but,  whilst  I 
live,  forget  to  drink  after  thee, 

1  Gent.  I  think,  I  have  done  myself  wrong ;  have 
I  not? 

2  Gent.  Yes,  that  thou  hast  j  whether  tliou  art 
tainted,  or  free. 

Lticio.  Behold,  behold,  where  madam  Mitigation 
comes  !  I  have  purchased  as  many  diseases  under  her 
roof,  as  come  to — 

2  Gent.  To  what,  I  pray  ? 

1  Ge?if.  Judge. 

2  Gent.  To  tliree  thousand  dollars  a  year. 
1  Gejit.  Ay,  and  more. 

Lncio.  A  French  crown  more. 

1  Gent,  Thou  art  always  figuring  diseases  in  me : 
but  thou  art  full  of  error  j  I  am  sound. 

Lucio.  Nay,  not  as  one  would  say,  healthy  3  but  so 
sound,  as  things  that  are  hollow :  thy  bones  are  hol- 
low) impiety  has  made  a  feast  of  thee. 

Enter  Baud. 

1  Ge?it.  How  now  ?  Which  of  your  hips  has  the 
most  profound  sciatica  ? 

Ba-xd.  Well,  well;  there's  one  yonder  arrested, 
and  carry' d  to  prison,  was  wortli  five  thousand  of  you 
all. 

1  Gent.  Who's  that,  I  pray  thee  ? 

Bawd.  Marry,  sir,  that's  Claudio,  signior  Claudio. 

1  Gent.  Claudio  to  prison  !  'tis  not  so. 

Ba-ivd.  Nay,  but  I  know^  'tis  so:  I  saw  him  arrested  3 
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saw  him  carried  away  3  and,  which  is  more,  witliin 
these  three  days  his  head's  to  be  chopped  off. 

Lucio.  But,  after  2II  this  fooling,  I  would  not  have 
it  so  :  Art  tliou  sure  of  this  ? 

Band.  I  am  too  sure  of  it :  and  it  is  for  gettilig  ma- 
dam Julietta  with  child. 

Lucio.  Believe  me,  this  may  be :  he  promised  to 
meet  me  two  hours  since  3  and  he  was  ever  precise  in 
promise-keeping. 

2  Gcfif.  Besides,  you  know,  it  draws  something 
near  to  the  speech  we  had  to  such  a  purpose. 

1  Gent.  But  most  of  all,  agreeing  widi  the  pro- 
clamation. 

Lucio.  Away  3  let's  go  learn  tlie  tnitli  of  it. 

[Exeunt  Lucio,  and  Gentknicn, 

Band.  Thus,  what  witli  tlie  war,  what  with  the 
sweat,  what  with  the  gallows,  and  what  with  poverty, 
I  am  custom-shrunk.  How  now  ?  what's  the  news 
with  you  ? 

Enter  Chun. 

do.  Yonder  man  is  carried  to  prison. 
Baud.  Well  3  what  has  he  done  ? 
Clo.  A  woman. 

Baud.  But  what's  his  offence  ? 
Clo.  Groping  for  trouts  in  a  peculiar  river. 
Baud.  What,  is  tliere  a  maid  widi  child  by  him  ? 
do.  No  3  but  there's  a  woman  with  maid  by  him  : 
You  have  not  heard  of  the  proclamation,  have  you  ? 
Baud.  What  proclamation,  man  ? 


270     MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE. 

Clo,  All  houses  in  the  suburbs  of  Vienna  must  be 
pluck' d  down. 

Bawd.  And  what  shall  become  of  those  in  the  city  ? 

Clo.  They  shall  stand  for  seed :  tliey  had  gone  down 
too,  but  that  a  wise  burgher  put  in  for  tliem. 

Band.  But  shall  all  our  houses  of  resort  in  the 
suburbs  be  pull'd  down  ? 

Clo.  To  the  ground,  mistress. 

Baud.  Why,  here's  a  change,  indeed,  in"  the  com- 
monwealth !  What  shall  become  of  me  ? 

Clo.  Come  5  fear  not  you :  good  counsellors  lack  no 
clients :  though  you  change  your  place,  yoii  need  not 
change  your  trade  3  I'll  be  your  tapster  still.  Courage  5 
there  will  be  pity  taken  on  you  :  you  that  have  worn 
your  eyes  almost  out  in  the  service,  you  will  be  con- 
sidered. 

Baud.  What's  to  do  here,  Thomas  Tapster  ?  Let's 
withdraw. 

Clo.  Here  comes  signior  Claudio,  led  by  the  pro- 
vost to  prison :  and  there's  madam  Juliet.       [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II L 

The  Sajne. 

Enter  Frowst j  Claudio,  Juliet,  and  OJicers ; 
Lucio,  and  tuo  Gentlcjnen. 

Claud.  Fellow,  why  dost  thou  show  me  thus  to  the 
world  ? 
Bear  me  to  prison,  where  I  am  committed. 
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Prov.  I  do  it  not  in  evil  disposition. 
But  from  lord  Angelo  by  special  charge. 

Claud.  Thus  can  the  demi-god,  Autliority, 
Make  us  pay  down  for  our  offence  by  weight. — 
The  words  of  heaven  ; — on  whom  it  will,  it  will  3 
On  whom  it  will  not,  so  3  yet  still  'tis  just. 

Lucio.   Why,  how  now,  Claudio  ?  whence  comes 
this  restraint  ? 
•  Claud.  From  too  much  liberty,  my  Lucio,  liberty : 
As  surfeit  is  the  father  of  much  fast. 
So  every  scope  by  the  immoderate  use 
Turns  to  restraint :  Our  natures  do  pursue, 
(Like  rats  that  ravin  down  tlieir  proper  bane,) 
A  thirsty  evil  3  and  when  we  drink,  we  die. 

Lucio,  If  I  could  speak  so  wisely  under  an  arrest,  I 
would  send  for  certain  of  my  creditors  :  And  yet,  to 
say  the  truth,  I  had  as  lief  have  the  foppeiy  of  free- 
dom, as  the  morality  of  imprisonnient. — -What's  tliy 
offence,  Claudio  ? 

Claud.  What,  but  to  speak  of  would  offend  again. 

Lucio.  What  is  it }  murder  ? 

Claud.  No. 

Lucio.  Lechery? 

Claud.  Call  it  so. 

l^roro.  Away,  sir ;  you  must  go. 

Claud,   One  word^  good  friend: — Lucio,  a  word 
with  you.  l^Fakes  him  aside, 

Lucio.  A  hundred,  if  they'll  do  you  any  good.— 
Is  lechery  so  look'd  after  ? 
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Claud,  Thus  stands  it  with  me  : — Upon  a  true  con*- 
tract, 
I  got  possession  of  Julietta's  bed  j 
You  know  the  lady  5  she  is  fast  my  wife. 
Save  that  we  do  the  denunciation  lack 
Of  outward  order  :  this  we  came  not  to. 
Only  for  propagation  of  a  dower 
Reniaining  in  the  coffer  of  her  friends  j 
From  whom  we  thought  it  meet  to  hide  our  love. 
Till  time  had  made  tiiem  for  us.     But  it  chances. 
The  stealth  of  our  most  mutual  entertainment. 
With  character  too  gross,  is  writ  on  Juliet. 

Lvcio.  With  child,  perhaps  ? 

Claud.  Unhappily,  even  so. 

And  the  new  deputy  now  for  the  duke, — 
Whether  it  be  tlie  fault  and  o-limDse  of  newness  ^  3 
Or  whetlier  that  the  body  public  be 
A  horse  whereon  the  governor  doth  ride. 
Who,  newly  in  the  seat,  that  it  may  know 
He  can  command,  lets  it  straight  feel  the  spur  i 
Whetlier  tlie  tynanny  be  in  his  place. 
Or  in  his  eminence  that  fills  it  up, 
I  stagger  in  : — But  this  new  governor 
Awakes  me  all  the  enrolled  penalties. 
Which  have,  like  unscour'd  armour,  hung  by  the  wall 
So  long,  tliat  nineteen  zodiacks  have  gone  round''. 
And  none  of  them  been  worn  3  and,  for  a  name. 
Now  puts  tlie  drowsy  and  neglected  act 
Freshly  on  me  : — 'tis,  surely,  for  a  name. 
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Lucio.  I  wan'ant,  it  is  :  and  tliy  head  stands  so 
tickle  on  thy  shoulders,  that  a  milk-maid,  if  she  be  in 
love,  may  sigh  it  off.  Send  after  tlie  duke,  and  appeal 
to  him. 

Claud.  I  have  done  so,  but  he's  not  to  be  found. 
I  pr'ytliee^  Lucio,  do  me  tliis  kind  service : 
This  day  my  sister  should  the  cloister  enter. 
And  there  receive  her  approbation  : 
Acqua'int  her  with  tlie  danger  of  my  state ; 
Implore  her,  in  my  voice,  that  she  make  friends 
To  the  strict  deputy ;  bid  herself  assay  him  ; 
I  have  great  hope  in  that :  for  in  her  youth 
There  is  a  prone  and  speechless  dialect  ^, 
Such  as  moves  men ;  beside,  she  hath  prosperous  art 
When  she  will  play  witli  reason  and  discourse. 
And  well  she  can  persuade. 

Lucio.  I  pray,  she  may  :  as  well  for  the  encourage? 
ment  of  the  like,  which  else  would  stand  under  griev- 
ous imposition ;  as  for  the  enjoying  of  thy  life,  who  I 
would  be  sorry  should  be  thus  foolishly  lost  at  a  game 
of  tick-tack.     I'll  to  her. 

C  hiud.  I  thank  you,  good  friend  Lucio. 

Luc'io.  Within  two  hours, 

Claud.  Come,- officer,  away.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  IV. 

A  Monastery, 

Enter  Dnke,  and  Friar  Thomas. 

Duke.  No  5  holy  father  ;  throw  away  that  thought  j 
Believe  not  that  the  dribbling  dart  of  love 
Can  pierce  a  complete  bosom  :  why  I  desire  thee 
To  give  me  secret  harbour,  hath  a  purpose 
More  grave  and  wrinkled  tlian  the  aims  and  ends 
Of  burning  youtli. 

Fri.  May  your  grace  speak  of  it  ? 

DuJce.  My  holy  sir,  none  better  knows  tlian  you 
How  I  have  ever  lov'd  the  life  remov'dj 
And  held  an  idle  price  to  haunt  assemblies. 
Where  youtli,  and  cost,  and  witless  bravery  keeps. 
I  have  deliver'd  to  lord  Angelo 
(A  man  of  stricture,  and  firm  abstinence,) 
My  absolute  power  and  place  here  in  Vienna, 
And  he  supposes  me  travell'dto  Poland  j 
For  so  I  have  strew'd  it  in  the  common  ear. 
And  so  it  is  receiv'd  :   Now,  pious  sir. 
You  will  demand  of  me,  why  I  do  tliis  ? 

Fri.  Gladly,  my  lord. 

Duke.  We  have  strict  statutes,  and  most  biting  laws, 
(The  needful  bits  and  curbs  for  head-strong  steeds,) 
Which  for  these  fourteen  years  we  have  let  sleep  ^5 
Even  like  an  o'er-grown  lion  in  a  cave. 
That  goes  not  out  to  prey  :  Now,  as  fond  fathers 
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Having  bound  up  the  threat'ning  twigs  of  birch. 
Only  to  stick  it  in  their  children's  sight. 
For  terror,  not  to  use  j  in  time  the  rod 
.Becomes  more  mock'd,  tlian  fear'd  :  so  our  decrees. 
Dead  to  infliction,  to  themselves  are  dead  3 
And  liberty  plucks  justice  by  tlie  nose ; 
The  baby  beats  the  nurse,  and  quite  adiuart 
Goes  all  deconmi. 

Fri.  It  rested  in  your  grace 

To  unloose  this  tied-up  justice,  when  you  pleas'd  : 
And  it  in  you  more  dreadful  would  have  seeni'd. 
Than  in  lord  Angelo. 

Duke.  I  do  fear,  too  dreadful : 

Silh  'twas  my  fault  to  give  tlie  people  scope, 
'Twould  be  my  tyranny  to  strike,  and  gall  them. 
For  what  I  bid  tliem  do  :   For  we  bid  diis  be  done. 
When  evil  deeds  have  tlieir  permissive  pass. 
And  not  the  punishment.     Therefore,  indeed,  my  fa- 
ther, 
I  have  on  Angelo  impos'd  the  office ; 
Who  may,  in  the  ambush  of  my  name,  strike  home. 
And  yet  my  nature  never  in  tlie  sight. 
To  do  it  slander  :   And  to  behold  his  sway, 
I  will,  as  'twere  a  brother  of  your  order. 
Visit  both  prince  and  people  :  therefore,  I  pfythce. 
Supply  me  with  the  habit,  and  instruct  me 
How  I  may  formally  in  person  bear  me 
Like  a  true  friar.     More  reasons  for  tliis  action. 
At  our  more  leisure  shall  I  render  you  3 
Only,  tliis  one  :  —Lord  Angelo  is  precise  3 
Stands  at  a  guard  widi  envy  ^°  3  scarce  confesses 
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That  his    lood  flows,  or  tliat  his  appetite 

Is  more  to  bread  than  stone  :  Hence  shall  we  see. 

If  power  change  purpose,  what  our  seemers  be. 

[Exeunt,  M 

SCENE  V, 

A  Xun?ieri/» 

£«ifer  Isabella  ff«c?FRANCiscA. 

Isab.  And  have  you  nuns  no  flirtlier  privileges  ? 

Fra?i.  Are  not  these  large  enough  ? 

Isab.  Yes,  truly  :   I  speak  not  as  desiring  more  j 
But  rather  wishing  a  more  strict  restraint 
Upon  the  sister-hood,  tlie  votarists  of  saint  Clare. 

Lucio.  Ho  !  Peace  be  in  this  place  !  \JVithin. 

Isab.  Who's  that  which  calls  ? 

Fran.  It  is  a  man's  voice  :   Gentle  Isabella, 
Turn  you  the  key,  and  know  his  business  of  him  j 
You  may,  I  may  not ;  you  are  yet  unsworn  : 
When  you  have  vow'd,  you  must  not  speak  with  men. 
But  in  the  presence  of  tlie  prioress  : 
Then,  if  you  speak,  you  must  not  show  your  face ; 
Or,  if  you  show  your  face,  you  must  not  speak. 
He  calls  again  j  I  pray  you,  answer  him. 

[Exit  Francisca. 

Isab.  Peace  and  prosperity  !   Who  is't  that  calls  ? 

Enter  Lucio. 

Lucio.  Hail,  virgin,  if  you  be  3  as  tliose  cheek-roses 
Proclaim  you  ai'e  no  less !  Can  you  so  stead  me. 
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As  bring  me  to  the  sight  of  Isabella, 

A  novice  of  this  place,  and  tlie  fair  sister 

To  her  unhappy  brother  Claudio  ? 

Isab.  Why  her  unhappy  brother  ?  let  me  ask  ; 
The  ratlier,  for  I  now  must  make  you  know 
I  am  that  Isabella,  and  his  sister. 

Lucio.  Gentle  and  fair,  your  brother  kindly  greets 
you: 
Not  to  be  weary  with  you,  he's  in  prison. 
Isab.  Woe  me  !   For  what  ? 

Lucio.    For  that,  which,  if  myself  might   be  his 
judge. 
He  should  receive  his  punishment  in  thanks : 
He  hatli  got  his  friend  with  child. 
Isab.  Sir,  make  me  not  your  stor)^ 
Lucio.  It  is  true. 

I  would  not  —  though  'tis  my  familiar  sin 
With  maids  to  seem  the  lapwing,  and  to  jest. 
Tongue  far  from  heart  '^ — play  with  all  virgins  so : 
I  hold  you  as  a  thing  ensky'd,  and  sainted  j 
By  your  renouncement,  an  immortal  spirit  • 
And  to  be  talk'd  with  in  sincerity. 
As  with  a  saint. 

Isab.  You  do  blaspheme  the  good,  in  mocking  me. 
Lucio.  Do  not  believe  it.     Fewness  and  truth,  'tis 
thus : 
Your  brother  and  his  lover  have  embrac'd  : 
As  those  that  feed  grow  full ;  as  blossoming  time^ 
That  from  the  seedness  tlie  bare  fallow  brings 
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To  teeming  foison  ;  even  so  her  plenteous  womb 
Expressetli  his  full  tilth  and  husbandry. 

Isab.  Some  one  witli  child  by.  him  ?  —My  cousin, 
Juliet  ? 

Lucio.  Is  she  your  cousin  ? 

Isab.  Adoptedly ;  as  school-maids  change  their  names. 
By  vain  tliough  apt  affection. 

Lucio.  She  it  is. 

Isab.  O,  let  him  many  her  ! 

Lucio.  This  is  the  point. 

The  duke  is  very  strangely  gone  from  hence  j 
Bore  many  gentlem.en,  myself  being  one. 
In  hand,  and  hope  of  action  ^- :  but  we  do  learn 
By  tliose  tiiat  know  the  very  nerv^es  of  state. 
His  givings  out  were  of  an  infinite  distance 
From  his  true-meant  design.     Upon  his  place. 
And  witli  full  line  of  his  autliority,     - 
Governs  lord  Angelo  ;  a  man,  whose  blood 
Is  \ery  snow-broth ;  one  who  never  feels 
The  wanton  stings  and  motions  of  tlie  sense  j 
But  doth  rebate  -and  blunt  his  natural  edge 
Vv^ith  profits  of  the  mind,  study  and  fast. 
He  (to  give  fear  to  use  and  liberty. 
Which  have,  for  long,  run  by  the  hideous  law. 
As  mice  by  lions,)  hath  pick'd  out  an  act, 
Uader  whose  heavy  sense  your  bi'odierV;  life 
Falls  into  forfeit:  he  arrests  him  on  it  j 
And  follows  close  the  rigour  of  die  statute, 
vTo  make  him  an  example  :  all  hope  is  gone., 
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Unless  you  have  the  grace  by  your  fair  prayer 

To  soften  Angelo  :  and  that's  my  pitli 

Of  business  'tvvixt  you  and  your  poor  brotlier. 

Isah.  Dotli  he  so  seek  his  life  ? 

Lucio.  Has  censur'd  him 

Already  ;  and,  as  I  hear,  the  provost  hath 
A  warrant  for  his  execution. 

Isab.  Alas  !  what  poor  ability's  in  me 
To  do  him  good  ? 

Lucio,  Assay  the  power  you  have. 

Isab,  My  power  !  Alas  !  I  doubt, — 

Lucio.  Our  doubts  are  traitors. 

And  make  us  lose  the  good  we  oft  might  win. 
By  fearing  to  attempt :  Go  to  lord  Angelo,. 
And  let  him  learn  to  know,  when  maidens  sue, 
Men  give  like  gods ;  but  when  they  weep  and  kneel. 
All  their  petitions  are  as  freely  theirs 
As  tliey  themselves  would  owe  them. 

Isab.  I'll  see  what  1  can  do. 

Lucio.  But,  speedily. 

Isab.  1  will  about  it  straight ; 
No  longer  staying  but  to  give  the  motlier  '^ 
Notice  of  my  affair.     I  humbly  tliank  you  : 
Commend  me  to  my  brother  :   soon  at  night 
I'll  send  him  certain  word  of  my  success. 

Lucio,  I  talie  my  leave  of  you. 

Isab.  Good  sir,  adieu. 

[^Exemt. 
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ACT  II.     SCENE  I. 

;  A  Hall  in  Angela's  House, 

Enter  A^G -£.1.0 3  Escalus^  almtkc.  Provost,  Officers^, 
and  other  Attendants. 

A?ig.   We  must  not  make  a  scare-crow  of  tlie  lavv-. 
Setting  it  up  to  fear  the  birds  of  prey  ^"^, 
And  let  it  keep  one  shape^,  till  custom  make  it 
Their  perchj  and  not  their  terror. 

Escal.  Ay,  but  yet 

Let  us  be  keen,  and  rather  cut  a  little. 
Than  fall,  and  bruise  to  deatli :  Alas  !  tliis  gentleman. 
Whom  I  would  save,  had  a  most  noble  father. 
J_,et  but  your  honour  know, 
(Whom  I  believe  to  be  most  strait  in  virtue,) 
That,  in  the  w^orking  of  your  own  affections. 
Had  time  coher'd  w^ith  place,  or  place  witli  wishing. 
Or  that  the  resolute  acting  of  your  blood 
Could  have  attain'd  the  effect  of  your  own  puq^ose^ 
Whether  you  had  not  som.etime  in  your  life 
Err'd  in  this  point  which  now  you  censure  him. 
And  pull'd  the  law  upon  you. 

Ang.   'Tis  one  thiug  to  be  tempted,  Escalus, 
Another  thing  to  fall.     I  not  deny. 
The  jury,  passing  on  the  prisoner's  life. 
May,  in  the  sworn  twelve,  have  a  thief  or  two 
Guiltier  than  him  they  try :  What'^  open  made  in 
justice. 


MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE.     281 

That  justice  seizes.     What  know  the  laws, 

That  thieves  do  pass  on  thieves  ?  'Tis  veiy  pregnant. 

The  jewel  tliat  we  find,  we  stoop  and  take  it. 

Because  we  see  it  5  but  what  we  do  not  see. 

We  tread  upon,  and  never  tliink  of  it. 

You  may  not  so  extenuate  his  oftence. 

For  I  have  had  such  faults ;  but  rather  tell  me. 

When  I,  that  censure  him,  do  so  offend. 

Let  mine  own  judgement  pattern  out  my  death. 

And  nothing  come  in  partial.     Sir,  he  must  die. 

Escal.  Be  it  as  your  wisdom  will. 

-^i^ng-  Where  is  tlie  provost  ? 

Prof.    Here,  if  it  like  yom*  honour. 

ylng.  See  tliat  Claudio 

Be  executed  by  nine  to-morrow  morning  : 
Bring  him  his  confessor,  let  him  be  prepar'd  j 
For  that's  the  utmost  of  his  pilgrimage.   [Exit  Provost. 

Escal.  Well,  heaven  forgive  him !  and  forgive  us  all ! 
Some  rise  by  sin,  and  some  by  virtue  fall : 
Some  run  from  brakes  of  vice,  and  answer  none  3 
And  some  condemned  for  a  fault  alone  ^^. 

Enter  Elbow,  Froth,  Clown,  OjJicerSj  <§'C. 

Elb.  Come,  bring  them  away :  if  tliese  be  good 
people  in  a  common-weal,  that  do  nothing  but  use 
their  abuses  in  common  houses,  I  know  no  law : 
bring  them  away. 

Ang.  How  now,  sir !  What's  your  name  ?  and 
what's  the  matter  ? 

Elb.   If  it  please  your  honour,  I  am  the  poor  duke's 
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constable,  and  my  name  is  Elbow  j  I  do  lean  upon 
justice,  sir,  and  do  bring  in  here  before  your  good 
honour  two  notorious  benefactors, 

Ang.  Benefactors  ?  Well ;  what  benefactors  are 
they  ?  are  they  not  malefactors  r 

Elb.  If  it  please  your  honour,  I  know  not  well  what 
they  are  :  but  precise  villains  they  are,  that  I  am  sure 
of  J  and  void  of  all  profanation  in  tlie  world,  that  good 
Christians  ought  to  have. 

Escal.   This  comes  off  well ;  here's  a  wise  officer. 

Ang.  Go  to  :  Wliat  quality  are  they  of  ?  Elbow  is 
your  name  ?  Why  dost  thou  not  speak.  Elbow? 

Clo.    He  cannot,  sir  j  he's  out  at  elbow. 

Ang,   What  are  you,  sir  ? 

Elb.  He,  sir?  a  tapster,  sirj  parcel-bawd^^ j  one 
that  serv^es  a  bad  woman  ;  whose  house,  sir,  was,  as 
they  say,  pluck'd  down  in  the  suburbs  ;  and  now  she 
professes  a  hot-house  ^^,  which,  I  think,  is  a  very  ill 
house  too. 

EscaL   How  know  you  that  ? 

Elb.  My  wife,  sir,  whom  I  detest  before  heaven 
and  your  honour, — 

Escal.  How  !  thy  wife  ? 

Elb.  Ay,  sir ;  whom,  I  thank  heaven,  is  an  honest 
woman  5 — 

Esiul.   Dost  thou  detest  her  therefore  ? 

Elb.  I  say,  sir,  I  will  detest  myself  also,  as  well  as 
she,  that  diis  house,  if  it  be  not  a  bawd's  house,  it  is 
pity  of  her  life,  for  it  is  a  naughty  house. 

EsaiL   How  dost  tliou  know  tliat,  constable  ? 
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Elb.  Many,  sir,  by  my  wife  ;  who,  if  she  had  been 
a  woman  cardinally  given,  might  have  been  accused 
in  fornication,  adultery,  and  all  uncleanliness  tliere. 

Escal.  By  the  woman's  means  ? 

Elb.  Ay,  sir,  by  mistress  Overdone's  means :  but  as 
she  spit  in  his  face,  so  she  defy'd  him. 

Clo.   Sir,  if  it  please  your  honour,  this  is  not  so. 

Elb.  Prove  it  before  tliese  varlets  here,  thou  honour- 
able man,  prove  it. 

Escal.  Do  you  hear  how  he  misplaces  ?   \To  Augelo. 

Clo.  Sir,  she  came  in  great  with  child ;  and  long- 
ing (saving  your  honour's  reverence,)  for  stew'd 
prunes ;  sir,  we  had  but  tv/o  in  the  house,  which  at 
that  very  distant  time  stood,  as  it  were,  in  a  fruit- 
.  dish,  a  dish  of  some  three-pence  5  your  honours  have 
seen  such  dishes  3  they  are  not  China  dishes,  but  very 
good  dishes. 

Escal.   Go  to,  go  to  j  no  matter  for  the  dish,  sir. 

Clo.  No,  indeed,  sir,  not  of  a  pin  j  you  are  tlierein 
in  tlie  right :  but,  to  the  point :  As  I  say,  this  mistress 
Elbow,  being,  as  I  say,  with  child,  and  being  great 
belly'd,  and  longing,  as  I  said,  for  prunes  ;  and  having 
but  two  in  the  dish,  as  I  said,  master  Froth  here,  this 
very  man,  having  -eaten  the  rest,  as  I  said,  and,  as 
I  say,  paying  for  tliem  very  honestly  j — for,  as  you 
know,  master  Frotli,  I  could  not  give  you  three  pence 
again. 

Froth,   No,  indeed. 

Clo.  Very  well :  you  being  tlien,  if  you  be  remem- 
ber'dj,  cracking  tlie  ^ones  of  tlie  foresaid  prunes. 
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Froth.   Ay,  so  I  did,  indeed. 

Clo.  Why,  very  well :  I  telling  you  then,  if  you 
be  remembered,  that  such  a  one,  and  such  a  one, 
were  past  cure  of  the  thing  you  wot  of,  unless  tliey 
kept  very  good  diet,  as  I  told  you ; 

Froth.   All  this  is  trae. 

Clo.   V>liy,  very  well  then. 

Fscal.  Come,  you  are  a  tedious  fool :  to  the  pur- 
pose.— What  was  done  to  Elbow's  wife,  that  he  hath 
cause  to  complain  of?  Come  me  to  what  was  done 
to  her. 

Clo.   Sir,  your  honour  cannot  come  to  tliat  yet. 

Escal.   No,  sir,  nor  I  mean  it  not. 

Clo.  Sir,  but  you  shall  come  to  it,  by  your  honour's 
leave :  And,  I  beseech  you,  look  into  master  Froth 
here,  sir ;  a  man  of  fourscore  pound  a  year ;  whose 
father  died  at  Hallowmas : — Was't  not  at  Hallowmas, 
master  Froth  ? 

Froth.   All-hollond  eve. 

Clo.  Why,  very  v/ell ;  I  hope  here  be  tmths  :  He, 
sir,  sitting,  as  I  say,  in  a  lower  chair,  sir  j — 'twas  in  the 
Bunch  of  Grapes,  where,  indeed,  you  have  a  delight  to 
sit :   Have  you  not  ? 

Froth.  I  have  so  ;  because  it  is  an  open  room,  and 
G^ood  for  winter. 

Clo.   Why,  very  well  then  5 — I  hope  here  be  trutlis. 

Ang.    This  will  last  out  a  night  in  Russia, 
When  nights  are  longest  tliere  :  FU  take  my  leave. 
And  leave  you  to  the  hearing  of  the  cause ; 
Hoping,  you'll  find  good  cause  to  whip  them  all. 


MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE.  285 

Escal,  I  tliink  no  less  :  Good  morrow  to  your  lord- 
ship. [Exit  Aiigdo. 
Now,  sir,  come  on :  What  was  done  to  Elbow's  wife, 
once  more  ? 

Clu.  Once,  sir?  there  was  nothing  done  to  her 
once. 

Elb.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  ask  him  what  tliis  man  did 
to  my  wife. 

Clo.   I  beseecli  your  honour,  ask  me. 

Escal.   Well,  sir ;  What  did  this  gentleman  to  her? 

Clo.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  look  in  tliis  gentleman's 
face  : — Good  master  Froth,  look  upon  his  honour  5  'tis 
for  a  good  purpose  :  Doth  your  honour  mark  his  face  ? 

Escal.   Ay,  sir,  very  well. 

Clo.    Nay,  I  beseech  you,  mark  it  well. 

Escal.   W^ell,  I  do  so. 

Clo.   Dotli  your  honour  see  any  harm  in  his  face  ? 

Escal.   Why,  no. 

Clo.  I'll  be  supposed  upon  a  book,  his  face  is  the 
worst  thing  about  him  :  Good  then  j  if  his  face  be  the 
worst  thing  about  him,  how  could  master  Froth  do  the 
constable's  wife  any  harm  ?  I  would  know  that  of 
your  honour. 

Escal.  He's  in  the  right :  Constable,  what  say  you 
to  it  ? 

Elb.  First,  an  it  like  you,  tlie  house  is  a  respected 
house  ;  next,  tliis  is  a  respected  fellow  3  and  his  mis- 
tress is  a  respected  woman. 

Clo.  By  this  hand,  sir,  his  wif«  is  a  more  respected 
person  than  any  of  us  all. 
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Elh.  Varlet,  thou  liest^  thou  liest,  wicked  varlet : 
the  time  is  yet  to  come,  that  she  was  ever  respected 
with  man,  woman,  or  child. 

Cb.  Sir,  she  was  respected  with  him  before  he  mar- 
ried with  her. 

EscaL  Which  is  the  wiser  here  ?  Justice,  or  Ini- 
quity ? —  Is  this  true  ? 

Elb.  O  thou  caitiif !  O  thou  \-arlet !  O  thou  wicked 
Hannibal  ^^ !  I  respected  with  her,  before  I  was  mar- 
ried to  her  ?  If  ever  I  was  respected  with  her,  or  she 
witli  me,  let  not  your  worship  think  me  the  poor  duke's 
officer : — Prove  this,  tliou  wicked  Hannibal,  or  I'll  have 
mine  action  of  battery  on  thee. 

EscaL  If  he  took  you  a  box  o'  tlie  ear,  you  might 
have  your  action  of  slander  too. 

Elb.  INIarry,  I  thank  your  good  worship  for  it  : 
"What  is't  your  worship's  pleasure  I  shall  do  \\'ith 
this  wicked  caitiff  ? 

EscaL  Tnily,  officer,  because  he  hath  some  offences 
in  him,  tliat  tiiou  wouldst  discover  if  thou  couldst,  let 
him  continue  in  his  courses,  till  thou  know'st  what 
they  are. 

Elb.  Marry,  I  thank  your  worship  for  it : — Thou 
seest,  thou  wicked  varlet  now,  what's  come  upon 
thee  j  thou  art  to  continue  now,  thou  varlet ;  tiiou 
art  to  continue. 

EscaL  Where  were  you  born,  friend  ?      [To  Froth. 

Troth.   Here  in  Vienna,  sir. 

EscaL   Are  you  of  fom'score  pounds  a  year  ? 

Froth.  Yes^  and't  please  you,  sir. 
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Escal.   So. — What  trade  are  you  -of,  sir  ? 

[To  the  Clown, 

CIo.   A  tapster ;  a  poor  widow's  tapster. 

Escal.   Your  mistress's  name  ? 

Clo.   Mistress  Over-done. 

Escal.   Hath  she  had  any  more  than  one  husband  ? 

Clo.    Nine^  sir  5  Over-done  by  the  last. 

Escal.  Nine  ! — Come  hither  to  me,  master  Froth. 
IMaster  Froth,  I  would  not  have  you  acquainted  witli 
tapsters  ;  they  will  draw  you,  master  Froth,  and  you 
will  hang  them  :  Get  you  gone,  and  let  me  hear  no 
more  of  you. 

Froth.  I  thank  your  worship  :  For  mine  own  part, 
I  never  come  into  any  room  in  a  taphouse,  but  I  am 
drawn  in. 

Escal.  Well ;  no  more  of  it,  master  Froth  :  fare- 
well. [£.r/f  Froth.']  —  Come  you  hither  to  me,  master 
tapster  5  what's  your  name^  master  tapster  ? 

Clo.  Pompey. 

Escal.  What  else  ? 

Clo.   Bum,  sir. 

Escal.  'Troth,  and  your  bum  is  the  greatest  tiling 
about  you  J  so  that,  in  tlie  beastliest  sense,  you  are 
Pompey  the  great.  Pompey,  you  are  partly  a  bawd, 
Pompey,  howsoever  you  colour  it  in  being  a  tapster. 
Are  you  not  ?  come^  tell  me  true  -,  it  shall  be  tlie 
better  for  you. 

Clo.  Truly,  sir,  I  am  a  poor  fellow,  that  would  live. 

E^cal.   How  would  you  live,  Pompey  ?  by  being  a 
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bawd  ?  What  do  you  think  of  the  trade^  Pompey  ?  is 
it  a  lawful  trade  ? 

Clo.   If  the  law  would  allow  it,  sir. 

Escal.  But  the  law  will  not  allow  it,  Pompey  ;  nor 
it  shall  not  be  allowed  in  Vienna. 

Clo,  Does  your  worship  mean  to  geld  and  spay  all 
the  youth  in  the  city  ? 

Escal.   No,  Pompey. 

Ch.  Truly,  sir,  in  my  poor  opinion,  they  will  to't 
then  :  If  your  worship  will  take  order  for  the  drabs 
and  the  knaves,  you  need  not  to  fear  tlie  bawds. 

Escal.  There  are  pretty  orders  beginning,  I  can  tell 
you  :   it  is  but  heading  and  hanging. 

Clo.  If  you  head  and  hang  all  that  offend  that  way 
but  for  ten  year  together,  you'll  be  glad  to  give  out  a 
commission  for  more  heads.  If  this  law  hold  in 
Vienna  ten  year,  I'll  rent  the  fairest  house  in  it,  after 
three  pence  a  bay  ^^  :  If  you  live  to  see  this  come  to 
pass,  say,  Pompey  told  you  so. 

Escal.  Thank  you,  good  Pompey  :  and,  in  requital 
of  your  prophecy,  hark  you, — I  advise  you,  let  me  not 
find  you  before  me  again  upon  any  complaint  what- 
soever, no,  not  for  dwelling  where  you  do ;  if  I  do, 
Pompey,  I  shall  beat  you  to  your  tent,  and  prove  a 
shrewd  Caesar  to  you;  in  plain  dealing,  Pompey,  I 
shall  have  you  whipt :  so  for  this  time,  Pompey,  fare 
you  well. 

Clo.  I  thank  your  worship  for  your  good  counsel ; 
but  I  shall  follow  it,  as  the  flesh  and  fortune  shall 
better  determine. 
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Whip  me  ?  No,  no ;  let  carman  whip  his  jade  ; 
The  valiant  heart's  not  whipt  out  of  his  trade.     [E.rzY. 
Escal.   Come  hither  to  me,  master  Elbow ;  come 
hither,  master  constable.    How  long  have  you  been  in 
this  place  of  constable  ? 

FJb.    Seven  year  and  a  half,  sir. 

EscaL  I  thought,  by  your  readiness  in  the  office, 
you  had  continued  in  it  some  time  :  You  say,  seveu 
years  together  ? 

Elb.   And  a  half,  sir. 

Escal.  Alas  !  it  hath  been  great  pains  to  you !  They 
do  you  wrong  to  put  you  so  oft  upon't :  Are  tliere 
not  men  in  your  v%'ard  sufficient  to  serve  it  ? 

Elb,  Faith,  sir,  few  of  any  wit  in  such  matters  :  as 
they  are  chosen,  they  are  glad  to  choose  me  for  them; 
I  do  it  foi"  some  piece  of  money,  and  go  through 
with- all. 

Escal.  Look  you,  bring  me  in  tlie  names  of  some 
six  or  seven,  the  most  sufficient  of  your  parish. 

Elb.   To  your  worship's  house,  sir  ? 

Escal.  To  my  house  :  Fare  you  well.  [Exit  Elbo'd\^ 
What's  o'clock,  think  you  ? 

Just.   Eleven,  sir. 

Escal.   I  pray  you  home  to  dinner  with  me. 

Just.    I  humbly  thank  you. 

Escal.    It  grieves  me  for  the  deatli  of  Claudio  3 
But  there's  no  remedy. 

Just.    Lord  yVngelo  is  severe. 

Escal.  It  is  but  needful : 

VOL.    II.  X 
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Mercy  is  not  itself,  that  oft  looks  so ; 

Pardon  is  still  the  nurse  of  second  woe  : 

But  yet, — Poor  Claudio  ! — There's  no  remedy. 

Come,  sir.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

Another  Room  in  the  Same. 
Enter  Provost^  and  a  Servant. 

Serv.     He's  hearing  of  a   cause  j    he  will  come 
straight. 
I'll  tell  him  of  you. 

ProT.   Pray  you,  do.   [Exit  Servant.']  I'll  know 
His  pleasure  j  may  be,  he  will  relent :  Alas, 
He  hath  but  as  offended  in  a  dream  ! 
All  sects,  all  ages  smack  of  this  vice  3  and  he 
To  die  for  it  !— 

Enter  Angelo. 

Ang.  Now,  what's  the  matter,  provost? 

Prov.   Is  it  your  will  Claudio  shall  die  to-morrow  ? 

Ang.  Did  I  not  tell  thee,  yea  ?  hadst  thou  not  order  ? 
Why  dost  thou  ask  again  ? 

Prov.  Lest  I  might  be  too  rash  : 

Under  your  good  correction,  I  have  seen. 
When,  after  execution,  judgement  hath 
Repented  o'er  his  doom. 

Ang.  Go  to  3  let  tliat  be  mine : 

Do  you  your  office,  or  give  up  your  place. 
And  you  shall  weU  be  spar'd. 
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Prov.  I  crave  your  honour's  pardon, — 

What  shiill  be  done,  sir,  with  the  groaning  Juliet  ? 
She's  very  near  her  hour. 

-^/?  0-.  Dispose  of  her 

To  some  more  fitter  place  3  and  that  with  speed. 

Re-enter  Senant. 

Sere.   Here  is  the  sister  of  the  man  condemn' d^ 
Desires  access  to  you. 

Ang.  Hath  he  a  sister  ? 

Prov.   Ay,  my  good  lord ;  a  very  virtuous  maid. 
And  to  be  shortly  of  a  sisterhood. 
If  not  already. 

Ajig.  Well^  let  her  be  admitted. 

[Exit  Servant. 
See  you,  the  fornicatress  be  remov'd  j 
Let  her  have  needful,  but  not  lavish^  means ; 
There  shall  be  order  for  it. 

Filter  Lucio  and  Isabella. 

Prov.  Save  your  honour  !  [Offering  to  retire. 

Ang.    Stay  a  little  while. —  [To  Isabella.']     You  are 
welcome  :   What's  your  will  ? 

Isab.   I  am  a  woeful  suitor  to  your  honour. 
Please  but  your  honour  hear  me. 

Ang.  Well ;  what's  your  suit  ? 

Isa.   There  is  a  vice,  that  most  I  do  abhor. 
And  most  desire  should  meet  the  blow  of  justice  3 
For  which  I  would  not  pleads  but  that  I  must  3 
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For  which  I  must  not  plead,  but  that  I  am 
At  war^  'twixt  will,  and  will  not. 

Jfig.  Well ;  the  matter  ? 

Tsab.  I  have  a  brotlier  is  condemn'd  to  die  : 
I  do  beseech  you,  let  it  be  his  fault. 
And  not  my  brodier. 

Prov.  Heaven  give  thee  moving  graces ! 

Ang.  Condemn  the  fault,  and  not  the  actor  of  it ! 
Why,  every  fault's  condemn'd,  ere  it  be  done  : 
Mine  were  the  very  cypher  of  a  function. 
To  find  the  faults,  whose  fine  stands  in  record. 
And  let  go  by  the  actor. 

Isab,  O  just,  but  severe  law  ! 

I  had  a  brother  then. — Heaven  keep  your  honour  ! 

[Retirijig. 

Lncio.  [To  Isab.]  Give't  not  o'er  so  :   to  him  again, 
intreat  him  3 
Itneel  dowili  before  him,  hang  upon  his  gown  j 
You  are  too  cold  :   if  you  should  need  a  pin. 
You  could  not  witli  more  tame  a  tongue  desire  it : 
To  him,  I  say.  ,^ 

Isab.  Must  he  needs  die  ? 

Jng.  Maiden,  no  remedy. 

Isab.  Yes  ;   I  do  think  that  you  might  pardon  him. 
And  neither  heaven,  nor  man,  grieve  at  the  mercy. 

Aug.  I  will  not  do't. 

Isab.  But  can  you,  if  you  would  ? 

Ang.  Lock,  what  I  will  not,  that  I  cannot  do. 

Isab.    But  might  you  do't,  and  do  the  world  no 
wrone;. 
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If  so  your  heart  were  touch'd  witli  that  remorse 
As  mine  is  to  him  ? 

■^f^g.  He's  sentenc'd  3  'tis  too  late. 

Lucio.  You  are  too  cold.  [To  Isabella. 

Isab.  Too  late  ?  why,  no  ;  1,  tliat  do  speak  a  word. 
May  call  it  back  again  :   Well  believe  tliis^ 
No  ceremony  that  to  great  ones  'longs. 
Not  the  king's  crown,  nor  the  deputed  sword. 
The  marshal's  truncheon,  nor  the  judge's  robe. 
Become  them  witli  one  half  so  good  a  grace. 
As  mercy  does.     If  he  had  been  as  you. 
And  you  as  he,  you  would  have  slipt  like  him  3 
But  he,  like  you,  would  not  have  been  so  stern. 

Aug.  Pray  you,  begone. 

Isab.  I  would  to  heaven  I  had  your  potency. 
And  you  were  Isabel !  should  it  then  be  thus  ? 
No ;  I  would  tell  what  'twere  to  be  a  judge^ 
And  what  a  prisoner. 

Lucio.  Ay,  touch  him :  there's  the  vein.         [Aside, 

Ang.  Your  brother  is  a  forfeit  of  the  law. 
And  you  but  waste  your  words. 

Isab.  Alas !  alas ! 

Why,  all  the  souls  that  were,  were  forfeit  once  5 
And  He  that  might  the  vantage  best  have  took. 
Found  out  the  remedy  :   How  would  you  be. 
If  he,  which  is  tlie  top  of  judgement,  should 
But  judge  you  as  you  are  ?  O,  think  on  that ; 
And  mercy  then  will  breathe  within  your  lips. 
Like  man  new  made  ^, 
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Ang,  Be  you  content,  fair  maid  -, 

It  is  the  law,  not  I,  condemns  your  brother  : 
Were  he  my  kinsman,  brother,  or  my  son. 
It  should  be  thus  witli  him; — he  must  die  to-morrow. 

Isab.  To-morrow  ?  O,  that's  sudden  !  Spare  him, 
spare  him ; 
He's  not  prepar'd  for  death  !   Even  for  our  kitchens 
We  kill  tlie  fowl  of  season ;  shall  we  serv^e  heaven 
With  less  respect  than  we  do  minister 
To   our  gross  selves  ?  Good,  good  my  lord,  bediink 

you  : 
Who  is  it  that  hath  died  for  this  offence  ? 
There's  many  have  committed  it. 

Lvcio.  Ay,  well  said. 

Ang.  The  law  hath  not  been  dead,  though  it  hath 
slept': 
Those  many  had  not  dar'd  to  do  that  evil. 
If  the  first  man  that  did  the  edict  infringe, 
Kad  answer'd  for  his  deed  :  now,  'tis  awake  -, 
Takes  note  of  what  is  done  ;  and,  like  a  prophet. 
Looks  in  a  glass,  tliat  shows  what  future  evils, 
(Either  now,  or  by  remissness  new-conceiv'd. 
And  so  in  progress  to  be  hatch'd  and  bom,) 
Are  noAv  to  have  no  successive  degrees. 
But,  where  tliey  live,  to  end. 

Juab.  Yet  shpw  some  pity. 

Ang.  I  show  it  most  of  all,  when  1  show  justice  j 
For  then  I  pity  those  I  do  not  know, 
Which  a  dismiss'd  offence  would  after  gall  5 
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And  do  him  right,  tliat,  answering  one  foul  wrong. 
Lives  not  to  act  anotlier.     Be  satisfied  j 
Your  brother  dies  to-morrow ;  be  content. 

Isab.  So  you  must  be  the  first,  tliat  gives  this  senr- 
tence  j 
And  he,  tliat  suffers  :  O,  it  is  excellent 
To  have  a  giant's  strength  3  but  it  is  tj'rannous. 
To  use  it  like  a  giant. 

Lucio.  That's  well  said. 

Isab.  Could  great  men  thunder 
As  Jove  himself  does,  Jove  would  ne'er  be  quiet. 
For  every  pelting,  petty  ofhcer. 
Would   use   his   heaven   for   thunder;    notliing  but 

thunder. 

Merciful  heaven  ! 

Thou  rather,  with  thy  sharp  and  sulphurous  bolt, 

Split'st  the  unwedgeable  and  gnarled  oak-^. 

Than  tlie  soft  myrtle  ; — O,  but  man,  proud  man  I 

Drest  in  a  little  brief  authority  ; 

Most  ignorant  of  what  he's  most  assur'd. 

His  glassy  essence, — like  an  angry  ape. 

Plays  such  fantastick  tricks  before  high  heaven. 

As  make  tlie  angels  weep ;  who,  witli  our  spleens. 

Would  all  themselves  lau2;h  mortal  -^. 

Luciu.    O,  to  him,  to  him,  wench :    he  will  re- 
lent j 
He's  coming ;  I  perceive't. 

Prov,  Pray  heaven  she  win  him  ! 

Jsah.  We  cannot  weigh  our  brother  with  ourself : 
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Great  men  may  jest  with  saints  :   'tis  wit  in  them  j 
But,  in  tlie  less,  foul  profanation. 

Lvciu.  Thou'rt  in  the  right,  girl  3  more  o'  that, 
'   Isab.  That  in  the  captain's  but  a  cholerick  word. 
Which  in  the  soldier  is  flat  blasphemy. 

Lifcio.  Art  advis'd  o'  that  ?  more  on't. 

Ang.  Why  do  you  put  these  sayings  upon  me  ? 

Isab.  Because  authority,  tliough  it  err  like  odiers. 
Hath  yet  a  kind  of  medicine  in  itself. 
That  skins  the  vice  o'  the  top  :  Go  to  your  bosom  j 
Knock  there  ;  and  ask  your  heart,  what  it  doth  know 
That's  like  my  brother's  fault :   if  it  confess 
A  natural  guiltiness,  such  as  is  his. 
Let  it  not  sound  a  thought  upon  your  tongue 
Against  my  brother's  life. 

Afig.  She  speaks,  and  'tis 

Such  sense,  tliat  my  sense  breeds  with  it  -^. Fare 

you  well. 

Isab,  Gentle  my  lord,  turn  back. 

Ang.  I  will  bethink  me  : — Come  again  to-morrovr. 

Isab.  Hark,  how  Fll  bribe  you  :  Good  my  lord,  turn 
back. 

■^ng.  How  !  bribe  me  ? 

Isab.    Ay,  with  such  gifts,  tliat  heaven  shall  share 
with  you.  .  . 

Lucio.  You  had  marr'd  all  else. 

Isab.  Not  with  fond  shekels  of  the  tested  gold^ 
Or  stones,  whose  rates  are  either  rich,  or  poor. 
As  fancy  values  them  :   but  with  true  prayers. 
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That  shall  be  up  at  heaven,  and  enter  there. 
Ere  sun-rise  3  prayers  from  preserved  souls. 
From  fasting  maids,  whose  minds  are  dedicate 
To  nothing  temporal. 

Aug.  Well :  come  to  me 

To-morrow. 

Lucio.  Go  to  3  it  is  well  3  away.      [Aside  to  Isabel. 

Isab.  Heaven  keep  your  honour  safe  ! 

Aug.  Amen  :  for  I 

Am  that  way  going  to  temptation,  [Aside, 

Where  prayers  cross. 

Isab.  At  what  hour  to-morrow 

Shall  I  attend  your  lordship  ? 

Ang.  At  any  time  'fore  noon. 

Isab.  Save  )'om-  honour  ! 

[Exeunt  Lucioy  Isabella^  and  Provost. 

Ang.  From  thee  3  even  from  thy  virtue  ! — • 

What's  this  ?  what's  tliis  ?  Is  this  her  fault,  or  mine  ? 
The  tempter,  or  the  tempted,  who  sins  most  r  Ha  ! 
Not  she  3   nor  dotli  she  tempt :   but  it  is  I, 
That  lying  by  the  violet,  in  tlie  sun. 
Do,  as  the  carrion  does,  not  as  tlie  flower. 
Corrupt  with  virtuous  season.     Can  it  be. 
That  modesty  may  more  betray  our  sense 
Than    woman's    lightness  ?     Having  waste    ground 

enough. 
Shall  we  desire  to  raze  the  sanctuar}^ 
And  pitch  our  evils  there  ?  O,  fie,  fie,  fie  ! 
What  dost  tliou  ?  or  what  art  tliou,  Angelo  ? 
Dost  thou  desi^-e  her  foully,  for  those  tilings 


298-  MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE. 

That  make  her  good  ?  O,  let  her  brother  hve : 

Thieves  for  their  robbery  have  authority. 

When  judges  steal  tliemselves.    What  ?  do  I  love  her. 

That  I  desire  to  hear  her  speak  again. 

And  feast  upon  her  eyes  ?  What  is't  I  dream  on  ? 

0  cunning  enemy,  that,  to  catch  a  saint, 
Witli  saints  dost  bait  tliy  hook  !   Most  dangerous 
Is  tliat  temptation,  tliat  doth  goad  us  on 

To  sin  in  loving  virtue  :  never  could  the  strumpet, 
Witli  all  her  double  vigour,  art,  and  nature. 
Once  stir  my  temper ;   but  this  virtuous  maid 
Subdues  me  quite  j — Ever,  till  now. 
When  men  were  fond,  I  smil'd,  and  wonder'd  how  -*.  ■■ 

[Exit. 

SCENE  nr. 

A  Roo?n  in  a  Prison. 

Enter  DuJce,  habited  like  a  Friar,  and  Pruiosf. 

Dulie.  Hail  to  you,  provost !   so,  I  think  you  are. 
Frov.  I  am  the  provost :  What's  your  will,   good 

friar  ? 
DvJie.  Bound  by  my  charity,  and  my  bless'd  order, 

1  come  to  visit  the  afflicted  spirits 

Here  in  the  prison  :   do  me  the  common  right 
To  let  me  see  them  -,  and  to  make  me  know 
The  nature  of  their  crimes,  that  I  may  minister 
To  them  accordingly. 

Fruv.    I  would  do  more  than  that,  if  more  were 
needful. 
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E?iter  Juliet. 

Look,  here  comes  one  j  a  gentlewoman  of  mine. 
Who  falling  in  the  flames  of  her  own  youth. 
Hath  blister'd  her  report :   She  is  with  child ; 
And  he  tliat  got  it  sentenc'd  :   a  young  man 
More  fit  to  do  anotlier  such  offence. 
Than  die  for  this. 

Duke.  When  must  he  die  ? 

Frov.  As  I  do  tliink,  to-mon'ow. — 
I  have  provided  for  you  ;  stay  a  while,         [To  Juliet. 
And  you  shall  be  conducted. 

Duke.  Repent  you,  fair  one,  of  tlie  sin  you  carry  ? 
Juliet.  I  do ;  and  bear  the  shame  most  patiently. 
Duke.    I'll  teach  you  how  you  shall  arraign  your 
conscience. 
And  try  your  penitetice,  if  it  be  sound. 
Or  hollowly  put  on. 

Juliet.  I'll. gladly  learn. 

Duke.  Lo\'e  you  the  man  that  wrong' d  you  ? 
Juliet.  Yes,  as  I  love  the  woman  diat  wrong'd  him. 
Duke.  So  then,  it  seems,  your  most  offenceful  act 
Was  mutually  committed  ? 

Juliet.  Mutually. 

Duke.  Then  was  your  sin  of  heavier  kind  than  his. 
Juliet.  I  do  confess  it,  and  repent  it,  fatlier, 
Duke.   'Tis  meet  so,  daughter  :    But  lest  you  do 
repent. 
As  tliat  the  sin  hath  brought  you  to  this  shame, — 
Which  sorrow  is  always  toward  ourselves,  not  heaven  j 
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Showing,  we'd  not  spare  heaven,  as  we  love  it. 
But  as  we  stand  in  fear, — 

Juliet.  I  do  repent  me,  as  it  is  an  evil  3 
And  take  the  shame  with  joy* 

Duke.  There  rest. 

Your  partner,  as  I  hear,  must  die  to-morrow. 
And  I  am  going  with  instruction  to  him, — 
Grace  go  with  j^ou  !   Benedicite  !  [E.r/V. 

Juliet.  Must  die  to-morrow  !  O,  injurious  love. 
That  respites  me  a  life,  whose  very  comfort 
Is  still  a  dying  horror  ! 

Frov.'  'Tis  pity  of  him.      {Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

A  Room  in  Angelo's  House. 
Enter  A'SGEi.o. 

Ang.  When  I  would  pray  and  think,  I  think  and 
pray 
To  several  subjects  :  heaven  hath  my  empty  words  j 
"Whilst  my  invention,  hearing  not  my  tongue. 
Anchors  on  Isabel :   Heaven  in  my  mouth. 
As  if  I  did  but  only  chew  his  name  5 
And  in  my  heart,  the  strong  and  swelling  evil 
Of  my  conception  :  The  state,  whereon  I  studied. 
Is  like  a  good  thing,  being  often  read. 
Grown  fear'd  and  tedious  3  yea,  my  gravity. 
Wherein  (let  no  man  hear  me)  I  take  pride. 
Could  I,  with  boot,  change  for  an  idle  plume. 
Which  the  air  beats  for  vain.     O  place  !  O  form ! 
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How  often  dost  tliou  with  thy  case,  thy  habit. 
Wrench  awe  from  fools,  and  tie  the  wiser  souls 
To  thy  false  seeming  ?  Blood,  thou  still  art  blood  : 
Let's  write  good  angel  on  the  devil's  horn, 
'Tis  not  the  devil's  crest  2\ 

Enter  Servant. 

How  now,  who's  tJiere  ? 

Scrv.  One  Isabel,  a  sister. 

Desires  access  to  you. 

J/ig.  Teach  her  the  way.   [Exit  Sen'. 

O  heavens ! 

Why  does  my  blood  tiius  muster  to  my  heart ; 
Making  botli  it  unable  for  itself, 
And  dispossessing  all  my  otlier  parts 
Of  necessary  fitness  ? 

So  play  the  foolish  throngs  witli  one  that  s\^^oons ; 
Come  all  to  help  him,  and  so  stop  the  air 
By  which  he  should  revive  :  and  even  so 
The  general,  subject  to  a  well-wish'd  king. 
Quit  their  own  part,  and  in  obsequious  fondness 
Crowd  to  his  presence,  where  their  untaught  love 
Must  needs  appear  offence. 

Enter  Isabella. 

How  now,  fair  maid  ? 

Jsah.  I  am  come  to  know  your  pleasure. 

Jng.  That  you  might  know  it,  A\'ould  much  better 
please  me,  • 
Than  to  demand  what  'tis.    Your  brother  cannot  live. 
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Isab.  Even  so  ? — Heaven  keep  your  honour  ! 

Jng.  Yet  may  he  live  a  while  ;  and,  it  may  be. 
As  long  as  you,  or  I :  Yet  he  must  die. 

Isab.  Under  your  sentence  ? 

Jng.  Yea. 

Isab.  When,  I  beseech  you  ?  that  in  his  reprieve. 
Longer,  or  shorter,  he  may  be  so  fitted. 
That  his  soul  sicken  not. 

Ang.  Ha  !  Fie,  these  filthy  vices  !  It  were  as  good 
To  pardon  him,  that  hath  from  nature  stolen 
A  man  already  made,  as  to  remit 
Their  sawcy  sweetness,  that  do  coin  heaven's  image. 
In  stamps  that  are  forbid :   'tis  all  as  easy 
Falsely  to  take  away  a  life  true  made. 
As  to  put  mettle  in  restrained  means. 
To  make  a  false  one. 

Isab.     'Tis    set  down   so  in  heaven,  but  not  in 
earth. 

Ang.  Say  you  so  ?  then  I  shall  poze  you  quickly. 
Which  had  you  rather.  That  the  most  just  law 
Now  took  your  brother's  life  j  or,  to  redeem  him. 
Give  up  your  body  to  such  sweet  uncleanness. 
As  she  that  he  hath  stain'd  ? 

Isab.  Sir,  believe  this, 

I  had  rather  give  my  body  than  my  soul. 
■     Ang.  I  talk  not  of  your  soul  3  Our  compell'd  sins 
Stand  more  for  number  than  accompt. 

Isab.  How  say  you  ? 

'     Ang.  Nay,  I'll  not  warrant  that  3  for  I  can  speak 
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Against  the  tiling  I  say.     Answer  to  tliis  3  — 
I,  now  tlie  voice  of  the  recorded  law. 
Pronounce  a  sentence  on  your  brother's  life  : 
Might  there  not  be  a  charity  in  sin, 
.To  save  tliis  brother's  life  ? 

Isah.  Please  you  to  do't, 

I'll  take  it  as  a  peril  to  my  soul. 
It  is  no  sin  at  all,  but  charity. 

Aug.  Pleas'd  you  to  do't,  at  peril  of  your  soul. 
Were  equal  poize  of  sin  and  charity. 

Isah.  That  I  do  beg  his  life,  if  it  be  sin. 
Heaven,  let  me  bear  it  I  you  granting  of  my  suit. 
If  tliat  be  sin,  I'll  make  it  my  morn  prayer" 
To  have  it  added  to  the  faults  of  mine. 
And  nothing  of  your,  answer. 

Aiig.  Nay,  but  hear  me  : 

Your  sense  pursues  not  mine  :  either  you  are  ignorant. 
Or  seem  so,  craftily  5  and  tliat's  not  good. 

Isah.  Let  me  be  ignorant,  and  in  notliing  good. 
But  graciously  to  know  I  am  no  better. 

Angt  Thus  wisdom  wishes  to  appear  most  bright^  * 
When  it  doth  tax  itself :   as  tliese  black  masks 
Proclaim  an  enshield  beauty  ten  times  louder 
Than  beauty  could  displayed. — But  mark  me  5 
To  be  received  plain,  I'll  speak  more  gross  : 
Your  brother  is  to  die. 

Isab.  So. 

Ang.  And  his  offence  is  so,  as  it  appears 
Accountant  to  the  law  upon  that  pain. 

Jsab.  True. 


/ 


304     MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE. 

Ang.  Admit  no  otlier  way  to  save  his  life, 
(As  I  subscribe  not  that,  nor  any  other. 
But  in  the  loss  of  question  ^^,)  tliat  you,  his  sister. 
Finding  yourself  desir'd  of  such  a  person. 
Whose  credit  with  the  judge,  or  own  great  place. 
Could  fetch  your  brother  from  the  mxanacies 
Of  the  all-binding  law ;  and  tliat  there  were 
No  earthly  mean  to  save  him,  but  that  either 
You  must  lay  down  the  treasures  of  your  body 
To  this  supposed,  or  else  let  him  suffer ; 
V/hat  would  you  do  ? 

.  Isah.  As  much  for  my  poor  brother,  as  m.yself : 
That  is,  Were  I  under  the  terms  of  death. 
The  impression  of  keen  whips  I'd  wear  as  rubies. 
And  strip  myself  to  death,  as  to  a  bed 
That  longing  I  have  been  sick  for,  ere  I'd  yield 
My  body  up  to  shame. 

Ans.  Then  must  your  brodier  die. 

Isab.  And  'twere  the  cheaper  way  : 
Better  it  were,  a  brotlier  died  at  once. 
Than  that  a  sister,  by  redeeming  him. 
Should  die  for  ever. 

Ang.  Were  not  you  then  as  ciTiel  as  the  sentence 
That  you  have  slander' d  so  ? 

Jsah.  Ignomy  in  ransom,  and  free  pardon. 
Are  of  two  houses :  lawful  mercy  is 
Nodiing  akin  to  foul  redemption. 

Aug.  You  seem'd  of  late  to  make  the  law  a  tyrant ; 
And  ratlier  prov'd  the  sliding  of  your  brotlier 
A  merriment  than  a  vice. 
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Isah,  O,  pardon  me,  my  lord  ;  it  oft  falls  out, 
To  have  what  we'd  have,  we  speak  not.  what  we  mean : 
I  something  do  excuse  the  thing  I  hate. 
For  his  advantage  that  I  dearly  love. 

Jng.  We  are  all  frail. 

Isab,  Else  let  my  brother  die. 

If  not  a  feodar}^,  but  only  he  ^', 
Owe,  and  succeed  by  weakness. 

Aug.  Nay,  women  are  frail  too. 

Isab.  Ay,  as  tlie  glasses  where  they  view  themselves  j 
Which  are  as  easy  broke  as  they  make  forms 
Women  ! — Help  heaven  !  men  their  creation  mar 
In  profiting  by  them  -^.     Nay,  call  us  ten  times  frail  j 
For  we  are  soft  as  our  complexions  are. 
And  credulous  to  false  prints. 

Ang.  I  think  it  well  : 

And  from  tl:iis  testimony  of  your  own  sex, 
(Since,  I  suppose,  we  are  made  to  be  no  stronger 
Than  faults  may  shake  our  frames,)  let  me  be  boldj — 
I  do  arrest  your  words ;  Be  that  you  are. 
That  is,  a  woman  3  if  you  be  more,  you're  none ) 
If  you  be  one,  (as  you  are  well  express'd 
By  all  external  warrants,)  show  it  now. 
By  putting  on  the  destin'd  liveiy. 

Isab.  I  have  no  tongue  but  one  :  gentle  my  lord. 
Let  me  intreat  you  speak  tlie  former  langiiage. 

Aug.  Plainly  conceive,  I  love  you. 

Isab.  My  brother  did  love  Juliet  3  and  you  tell  me. 
That  he  shall  die  for  it.  . 

VOL.  il.  Y 
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Ang.  He  shall  not,  Isabel,  if  you  give  me  love. 

hah.  I  know,  your  virtue  hath  a  licence  in't. 
Which  seems  a  little  fouler  than  it  is. 
To  pluck  on  others. 

Ang.  Believe  me,  on  mine  honour. 

My  words  express  my  purpose. 

Isab.  Ha  !  little  honour  to  be  much  believ'd. 
And  most  pernicious  purpose  !~  Seeming,  seeming^^ !  — 
I  will  proclaim  thee,  Angelo  j  look  for't : 
Sign  me  a  present  pardon  for  my  brother. 
Or,  witli  an  out-stretch'd  throat,  I'll  tell  tlie  world 
Aloud,  what  man  tliou  art. 

Jf)g,  Who  will  believe  thee,  Isabel  ? 

My  unsoil'd  name,  the  austereness  of  my  life. 
My  vouch  against  you,  and  my  place  i'the  state. 
Will  so  your  accusation  over- weigh. 
That  you  shall  stifle  in  your  own  report. 
And  smell  of  calumny.     I  have  begun  ; 
And  now  I  give  my  sensual  race  the  rein  : 
Fit  thy  consent  to  my  sharp  appetite  ; 
Lay  by  all  nicety,  and  prolixious  blushes. 
That  banish  what  they  sue  fcr ;  redeem  tliy  brother 
By  yielding  up  thy  body  to  my  will ; 
Or  else  he  must  not  only  die  tlie  death. 
But  thy  unkindness  shall  his  death  draw  out 
To  lingering  sulferance  :  answer  me  to-morrow. 
Or,  by  the  aftection  tliat  now  guides  me  most,, 
I'll  prove  a  tyrant  to  him  :  As  for  you. 
Say  what  you  can,  my  false  o'erweighs  your  true. 
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Isah.    To  whom  should  I  complain  ?     Did  I  tell 
this. 
Who  would  believe  me  ?  O  perilous  mouths. 
That  bear  in  tliem  one  and  the  self-same  tongue. 
Either  of  condemnation  or  approof ! 
Bidding  the  law  make  court' sy  to  their  will  -, 
Hooking  botli  right  and  wrong  to  the  appetite. 
To  follow,  as  it  draws !  I'll  to  my  brotlier : 
Though  he  hath  fallen  by  promptm*e  ^°  of  the  blood. 
Yet  hatli  he  in  him  such  a  mind  of  honour. 
That  had  he  twenty  heads  to  tender  down 
On  twenty  bloody  blocks,  he'd  yield  tliem  up. 
Before  his  sister  should  her  body  stoop 
To  such  abhorr'd  pollution. 
Then  Isabel,  live  chaste,  and,  brotlier,  die  : 
More  than  our  brother  is  our  chastity. 
I'll  tell  him  yet  of  Angelo's  request. 
And  fit  his  mind  to  death,  for  his  soul's  rest.       [Exit. 
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ACT  III.     SCENE  I, 

A  Fwoin  m  the  Prison 

En ter  Duke,  C  l  a  u  d  i  o,  and  Provost. 

Duke.  So,  then  you  hope  of  pardon  from  lord  An- 
gelo  ? 

Claud.  The  miserable  have  no  other  medicine. 
But  only  hope  : 
I  have  hope  to  live,  and  am  prepar'd  to  die. 

Duke.  Be  absolute  for  death ;  either  death,  or  life. 
Shall  thereby  be  tlie  sweeter.  Reason  thus  with  life, — 
If  I  do  lose  thee,  I  do  lose  a  thing 
That  none  but  fools  would  keep  :  a  breath  tliou  art, 
(Servnle  to  all  tlie  skiey  influences,) 
That  dost  this  habitation^',  where  tliou  keep'st. 
Hourly  afflict :   merely,  thou  art  deatli's  fool ; 
For  him  thou  labour' st  by  thy  flight  to  shun. 
And  yet  run'st  toward  him  still :  Thou  art  not  noble  j 
For  all  the  accommodations  tliat  thou  bear'st. 
Are  nurs'd  by  baseness:  Thou  art  by  no  means  raliant; 
For  thou  dost  fear  the  soft  and  tender  fork 
Of  a  poor  worm  :   Thy  best  of  rest  is  sleep, 
And  that  thou  oft  provok'st  j  yet  grossly  fear'st 
Thy  deatli,  which  is  no  more.     Thou  art  not  thyself  j 
For  thou  existst  on  many  a  thousand  grains 
That  issue  out  of  dust :   Flappy  thou  art  not : 
For  what  thou  hast  not,  still  thou  striv'st  to  get  3 
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And  what  thou  hast^  forget'st :  Thou  art  not  certain ; 

For  thy  complexion  shifts  to  strange  effects. 

After  the  moon  :   If  thou  art  rich;,  thou  art  poor ; 

For,  like  an  ass,  whose  back  with  ingots  bows. 

Thou  bear'st  thy  heavy  riches  but  a  journey. 

And  death  unloads  thee  :   Friend  hast  thou  none  3 

For  tliine  own  bowels,  which  do  call  tliee  sire. 

The  mere  effusion  of  thy  proper  loins. 

Do  curse  the  gout,  serpigo,  and  the  rheum. 

For  ending  thee  no  sooner  :  Thou  hast  nor  youth,  nor 

age  3 
But,  as  it  were,  an  after-dinner's  sleep. 
Dreaming  on  both  ^-  :   for  all  thy  blessed  youth 
Becomes  as  aged,  and  doth  beg  tlie  alms 
Of  palsied  eld  3  and  when  thou  art  old,  and  rich. 
Thou  hast  neitlier  heat,  affection,  limb,  nor  beauty. 
To  make  thy  riches  pleasant.     What's  yet  in  this. 
That  bears  the  name  of  life  ?  Yet  in  this  life 
Lie  hid  more  thousand  deaths :  yet  death  we  fear. 
That  makes  these  odds  all  even. 

Claud.  I  humbl)^  thank  you. 

To  sue  to  live,  I  find,  I  seek  to  die ; 
And,  seeking  death,  find  life  :   Let  it  come  on. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Isab,  What,  ho  !  Peace  here  ;  grace  and  good  com- 
pany ! 

Prov.  Who's  there  ?  come  in  :  tlie  wish  deserves  a 
welcome. 

Duke.  Dear  sir,  ere  long  I'll  visit  }'ou  again. 
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Claud.  Most  holy  sir,  I  thank  you. 

Isah.  My  business  is  a  word  or  tw^o  with  Claudio. 

l^rov.  And  very  welcome.     Look^   signior,  here's 
your  sister. 

Duke,  Provost,,  a  word  with  you. 

Vrov,  As  many  as  you  please. 

Duke.  Bring  them  to  speak,  where  I  may  be  con- 
ceal'd. 
Yet  hear  them.  [Exeunt  Duke  and  Provost. 

Claud.    -  Now,  sister,  what's  the  comfort  ? 

Isab.  Why,  as  all  comforts  are  3  most  good  indeed  : 
Lord  Angelo,  having  affairs  to  heaven. 
Intends  you  for  his  swift  embassador. 
Where  you  shall  be  an  everlasting  leiger  ^-^ : 
Therefore  your  best  appointment  make  with  speed ; 
To-morrow  you  set  on. 

Claud.  Is  tliere  no  remedy  ? 

Jsnh.  None,  but  such  remedy,  as,  to  save  a  head. 
To  cleave  a  heart  in  twain, 

Claud.  But  is  diere  any  ? 

Isiib.  Yes,  brother,  you  may  live  3 
There  is  a  devilish  mercy  in  the  judge. 
If  you'll  implore  it,  that  \\  ill  free  your  life. 
But  fetter  you  till  death. 

Claud.  Perpetual  durance  ? 

hah.  Ay,  just,  perpetual  durance  j  a  restraint. 
Though  all  the  world's  vastidity  you  had. 
To  a  determin'd  scope. 

Claud.  But  in  what  nature  ? 

J.'iab.  In  such  a  one  as  (you  consenting  to'l) 
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Would  bark  your  honour  from  tliat  ti'unk  you  bear. 
And  leave  you  naked. 

Claud.  Let  me  know  tlie  point. 

Isab.  O,  I  do  fear  thee,  Claudio  -,  and  I  quake. 
Lest  thou  a  feverous  life  should'st  entertain. 
And  six  or  seven  winters  more  respect 
Than  a  perpetual  honour.     Dar'st  thou  die  ? 
I'he  sense  of  deatli  is  most  in  apprehension  j 
And  the  poor  beetle,  tliat  we  tread  upon. 
In  corporal  sufferance  finds  a  pang  as  great 
As  when  a  giant  dies. 

Claud,  Why  give  you  me  tliis  shame  } 

Think  you  I  can  a  resolution  fetch 
From  flower}^  tenderness  ?  If  I  must  die, 
I  will  encounter  darkness  as  a  bride. 
And  hug  it  in  mine  arms. 

Isab.  There  spake  my  brother ;  tliere  my  fatlier's 
grave 
Did  utter  forth  a  voice  !  Yes,  thou  must  die  : 
Thou  art  too  noble  to  conserve  a  life 
In  base  appliances.     This  outward-sainted  deputy, — 
Whose  settled  visage  and  deliberate  v/ord 
Nips  youth  i'the  head,  and  follies  doth  enmev/. 
As  falcon  doth  tlie  fowl,  — is  yet  a  devil  j 
His  filth  within  being  cast^^  he  would  appear 
A  pond  as  deep  as  hell. 

Claud.  The  princely  Angelo  r 

Isab.  O,  'tis  the  cunning  livery  of  hell. 
The  damned' st  body  to  invest  aod  cover 
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in  princely  guards  ^-^ !   Dost  thou  think,  Claudio, 
If  J  would  yield  him  my  virginity. 
Thou  might'st  be  freed  ? 

Claud.  O,  heavens  !   it  cannot  be. 

Isab.  Yes,  he  would  give  it  tliec,  from  tliis  rank 
offence. 
So  to  offend  him  still :  This  nidit's  tlie  time 
That  I  should  do  what  I  abhor  to  name. 
Or  else  thou  dicst  to-morrow. 

Claud.  Thou  shalt  not  do't. 

Isnb.  O,  were  it  but  my  life, 
»      I'd  throw  it  down  for  your  deliverance 
As  frankly  as  a  pin. 

Claud.  Thanks,  dear  Isabel. 

Isab.  Be  ready,  Claudio,  for  your  death  to-morrow. 

Claud.  Yes. — Has  he  affections  in  him. 
That  thus  can  make  him  bite  the  law  by  tlie  nose. 
When  he  would  force  it  ?   Sure  it  is  no  sin  j 
Or  of  the  deadly  seven  it  is  the  least. 

Isab.  Which  is  the  least  ? 

Claud.  If  it  were  damnable  ^^,  he,  being  so  wise. 
Why,  would  he  for  the  momentary  trick 
Be  perdurably  find  ?— O  Isabel  ! 

Isab.  What  says  my  brother  ? 

Claud.  Death  is  a  fearful  thine:. 

Isab.  And  shamed  life  a  hateful, 

Claud.  Ay,  but  to  die,  and  go  we  know  not  where  ; 
To  lie  in  cold  obstruction,  and  to  rot ; 
This  sensible  warm  motion  to  become 
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A    led  clod ;  and  the  delighted  spirit*^ 

To  bathe  id  derv  floods,  or  to  reside 
In  thrilling  regions  of  thick-ribbed  ice  ; 
To  be  impriscmd  in  the  viewless  winds. 
And  blown  with  restless  violence  roond  aboat 
The  pendant  world ;  or  to  be  woffse  than  worst 
Of  those,  that  lawless  and  incertain  thooghts 
Imagine  howling !  — ds  too  horrible ! 
The  weariest  and  most  loathed  woridlj  life. 
That  age,  ach,  penurr,  and  imprisonmoit 
Can  lay  oo  nature,  is  a  paradise 
To  what  we  ^ar  of  death. 

Isab,  Alas  !  alas  ! 

Clamd,  Sweet  sister,  let  me  live : 

What  sin  you  do  to  save  a  brother's  life. 
Nature  dispenses  with  the  deed  so  tn. 
That  it  becomes  a  virtue. 

Isab.  O,  yoa  beast ! 

O,  faithless  coward !  O,  disbooest  wretch  ! 
Wilt  thou  be  made  a  man  out  of  my  vice  r 
1st  not  a  kind  of  incest,  to  tike  life 
From  thine  own  sisters  shame :     WTi.-t  i   I 

think  f 
Heaven  shield,  my  mother  plav'd  mv  lather  tui ! 
For  such  a  warped  slip  of  wilderness 
Ne'er  issu'd  fironi  his  blood.     Take  my  de£ance : 
Die ;  perish !  might  but  my  bending  down 
Reprieve  thee  trora  thy  fate,  it  should  proceed : 
1 11  pray  a  thousand  prayers  fer  thy  death. 
No  word  to  sa\-e  thee, 

UoMd.  Nay,  hear  me,  Isabel. 
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Isah.  O,  fie,  fie,  fie  ! 

Thy  sill's  not  accidental,  but  a  trade  : 
Mercy  to  tliee  would  prove  itself  a  bawd  : 
'Tis  best  tliat  tliou  diest  quickly.  [Going. 

Claud.  O  hear  me,  Isabella. 

Re-enter  DuKT.. 

Dulfc.  Vouchsafe  a  word,  young  sister,  but  one 
word. 

Isab.   What  is  your  will  ? 

Duke.  Might  you  dispense  A\dth  }^our  leisure,  I 
would  by  and  by  have  some  speech  \Adth  you  :  the 
satisfaction  I  would  require,  is  likewise  your  own 
benefit. 

l&ab.  I  have  no  superfluous  leisure  ;  my  stay  must 
be  stolen  out  of  other  affairs  3  but  I  will  attend  you 
a  while. 

Duke,  [To  Claudio,  asidc.^  Son,  I  have  overheard 
what  hath  past  between  you  and  your  sister.  Angelo 
had  never  the  purpose  to  coriTipt  her ;  only  he  hatli 
made  an  assay  of  her  virtue,  to  practice  his  judgement 
witli  tlie  disposition  of  natures  ;  she,  having  tlie  truth 
of  honour  in  her,  hath  made  him  that  gracious  denial 
which  he  is  most  s^lad  to  receive :  I  am  confessor  to 
Angelo,  and  I  know  this  to  be  tnie ;  therefore  pre- ' 
pare  yourself  to  death  :  Do  not  satisfy  your  resolution 
witli  hopes  tliat  are  fallible  :  to-morrow  you  must  diej 
go  to  your  knees,  and  make  ready. 

Claud.   Let  me  ask  my  sister  pardon.     I  am  so  out 
of  love  with  life,  tliat  I  will  sue  to  be  rid  of  it. 

Duke,   Hold  you  there  :  Farewell.      [Exit  Claudia. 
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llc-cnter  Proiost. 

Provostj  a  word  with  you, 

Pi^ov.  What's  your  will,  fatlier  ? 

Dide.  That  now  you  are  come,  you  will  be  g-one : 
Leave  me  a  while  with  the  maid  ;  my  mind  promises 
with  my  habit,  no  loss  shall  touch  her  by  my  company. 

Frov.    In  good  time.  [Exit  Proiost. 

Duke.  The  hand  that  hath  made  you  fliir,  hath  made 
you  good:  the  goodness,  tliat  is  cheap  in  beauty,  makes 
beauty  brief  in  goodness ;  but  grace,  being  the  soul  of 
your  complexion,  should  keep  the  body  of  it  e^^er  fair. 
The  assault,  that  Angelo  hatli  made  to  you,  fortune  hath 
convey'd  to  my  understanding  3  and,  but  that  frailty 
hath  examples  for  his  falling,  I  should  wonder  at  An- 
gelo. How  would  you  do  to  content  this  substituie, 
and  to  save  your  brother  ? 

Isab.  I  am  now  goir.g  to  resolve  him :  I  had  rather 
my  brother  die  by  the  law,  than  my  son  should  be  un- 
lawfully born.  Eut  O,  how  much  is  tlie  good  duke 
deceived  in  Ano-elo !  It  ever  he  return,  and  I  can  speak 
to  him,  I  will  open  my  lips  in  vain,  or  discover  his 
government. 

Du/iC.  That  shall  not  be  much  amiss  :  Yet,  as  tlie ' 
matter  now  stands,  he  will  avoid  your  accusation  ;  he 
made  trial  of  you  only. — llierefore  fasten  your  ear  on 
my  advisings  ;  to  the  love  I  ha\e  in  doinj^  good,  a 
remedy  presents  itself.  I  do  make  myself  believe, 
iiiat  you  may  most  uprighteously  do  a  poor  M-ronged 
lady  a  merited  benefit ;  redeem  your  brother  from  tJie 
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angry  law ;  do  no  stain  to  your  own  gracious  person  j 
and  much  please  the  absent  duke,  if,  peradventure^  he 
shall  ever  return  to  have  hearing  of  tliis  business. 

I.sal).  Let  me  hear  you  speak  further  j  I  have  spirit 
to  do  any  thing  tliat  appears  not  foul  in  the  truth  of 
my  spirit. 

Duke.  Virtue  is  bold,  and  goodness  never  fearful. 
Have  you  not  heard  speak  of  Mariana  tlie  sister  of 
Frederick,  the  great  soldier,  who  miscarried  at  sea  ? 

Isab,  I  have  heard  of  tlie  lady^,  and  good  words 
went  witli  her  name. 

Duke.  Her  should  this  Angelo  have  married ;  was 
affianced  to  her  by  oath,  and  the  nuptial  appointed : 
between  v/hich  time  of  the  contract,  and  limit  of  the 
solemnity,  her  brother  Frederick  was  wrecked  at  sea, 
having  in  that  perish'd  vessel  the  dowry  of  his  sister. 
But  mark,  hovv^  heavily  this  befel  to  tlie  poor  gentle- 
woman :  tliere  she  lost  a  noble  and  renowned  brother, 
in  his  love  toward  her  ever  most  kind  and  natural ; 
with  him  tlie  portion  and  sinew  of  her  fortune,  her 
marriage-dowry  j  \\'ith  both,  her  combinate  husband, 
this  well-seeming  Angelo ! 

Isab.   Can  this  be  so  ?  Did  Angelo  so  leave  her  ? 

Duke.  Left  her  in  her  tears,  and  dry'd  not  one  of  them 
with  his  comfort  J  swallowed  his  vows  whole,  pretend- 
ing, in  her,  discoveries  of  dishonour :  in  few,  bestowed 
her  on  her  own  lamentation,  which  she  yet  wears  for 
his  sake  J  and  he,  a  marble  to  her  tears,  is  washed 
with  tliem,  but  relents  not. 

Isab.    What  a  merit  w^re  it  in  death,  to  take  this 
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poor  maid  from  the  world  !  What  corruption  in  this 
life,  that  it  will  let  tliis  man  live  ! — But  how  out  of 
this  can  she  avail  ? 

Duhe.  It  is  a  rupture  that  you  may  easily  heal : 
and  the  cure  of  it  not  only  saves  your  brother,  but 
keeps  you  from  dishonour  in  doing  it. 

Ifiub.    Show  me  how,  good  father. 

Duke.  This  fore-named  maid  hath  yet  in  her  tlie 
continuance  of  her  first  altection  -,  his  unjust  unkind- 
ness,  that  in  all  reason  should  have  quenched  her  love, 
hath,  like  an  impediment  in  the  current,  made  it  more 
violent  and  unruly.  Go  you  to  Angelo  ;  answer  his 
requiring  with  a  plausible  obedience  j  agree  with  his 
demands  to  the  point :  only  refer  yourself  to  tliis  ad- 
vantage,— first,  that  your  stay  witli  him  may  not  be 
long ;  that  tlie  time  may  have  all  shadow  and  silence 
in  it ;  and  the  place  answer  to  convenience :  this  being 
granted  in  course,  now  follows  all.  We  shall  advise 
tliis  wronged  maid  to  stead  up  your  appointment,  go 
in  your  place  j  if  tlie  encounter  acknowledge  itself 
hereafter,  it  may  compel  him  to  her  recompence  :  and 
here,  by  this,  is  your  brotlier  saved,  your  honour  un- 
tainted, the  poor  Mariana  advantaged,  and  tlie  corrupt 
deputy  scaled  ^^.  The  maid  will  I  frame,  and  make 
fit  for  his  attempt.  If  yoji  think  well  to  cany  tliis  as 
you  may,  the  doubleness  of  tlie  benefit  defends  the 
deceit  from  reproof.     What  tliink  you  of  it  ? 

Isab.  The  image  of  it  gives  me  content  already ; 
and,  I  trust,  it  \v\\\  grow  to  a  most  prosperous  per- 
fection. 
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DuJiC.  It  lies  much  in  your  holding  up :  Haste  yoa 
speedily  to  Angelo }  if  for  this  night  he  entreat  you  to 
his  bed,  give  him  promise  of  satisfaction.  I  will  pre- 
sently to  St.  Luke's ;  there,  at  the  moated  grange  I'e- 
sides  this  dejected  Mariana :  At  that  place  call  upon 
me  3  and  dispatch  with  Angelo,  that  it  may  be  quickly. 

Isab.  I  thank  you  for  this  comfort :  Fare  you  well, 
good  father.  ^Exeunt  sei^rallif^ 

SCENE  II. 

The  Street  before  the  Prison. 

Enter  Duke  as  a  Friar;  to  him  Eleow,  Clown,  and 

Officers. 

Elb.  Nay,  if  there  be  no  remedy  for  it,  but  that 
you  will  needs  buy  and  sell  men  and  women  like 
beasts,  we  shall  have  all  the  world  drink  brown  and 
white  bastard  ^^, 

Duke.   O,  heavens  !  what  stuff  Is  here  ? 

Clo.  'Twas  never  meny  world,  since,  of  two  usu- 
ries *°,  tlie  merriest  was  put  down,  and  the  worser 
allow' d  by  order  of  law  a  fiuT'd  gown  to  keep  him 
warm ;  and  fiirr'd  with  fox  and  lamb-skins  too,  to 
signify,  that  craft,  being  richer  than  innocency,  stands 
for  tlie  facing. 

Elb.  Come  your  way,  sir  : — Bless  you,  good  father 
friar, 

Duke.  And  you,  good  brother  father :  What  of- 
fence hath  this  man  made  you,  sir  ? 
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Elb.  Marry,  sir,  he  hatli  offended  the  law  ;  and,  sir, 
"\ve  take  him  to  be  a  thief  too,  sir  5  for  we  have  found 
upon  him,  sir,  a  strange  pick-lock,  which  we  have 
sent  to  the  deputy. 

Duke.   Fie,  sirrali  3  a  bawd,  a  wicked  bawd  ! 
The  evil  that  thou  causest  to  be  done. 
That  is  thy  means  to  live  :  Do  thou  but  think 
What  'tis  to  cram  a  maw,  or  clothe  a  back. 
From  such  a  filthy  vice  :   say  to  thyself, — 
From  tlieir  abominable  and  beastly  touches 
I  drink,  I  eat,  array  myself,  and  live. 
Canst  thou  believe  thy  living  is  a  life. 
So  stinkingly  depending  ?  Go,  mend,  go,  mend. 

Clo.  Indeed,  it  does  stink  in  some  sort,  sir  3  but  yet, 
sir,  I  would  prove 

Duke.   Nay,  if  the  devil  have  given  thee  proofs  for 
sin. 
Thou  wilt  prove  his.     Take  him  to  prison,  officer  3 
Correction  and  instruction  must  both  work. 
Ere  tliis  rude  beast  will  profit. 

Elb.  He  must  before  tlie  deputy,  sir  3  he  has  given 
him  warning :  the  deputy  cannot  abide  a  whore-master : 
if  he  be  a  whore-monger,  and  comes  before  him,  he 
were  as  good  go  a  mile  on  his  errand. 

Duke.  That  we  were  all,  as  some  would  seem  to  be. 
Free  from  our  faults,  as  faults  from  seeming,  free"*' ! 

Enter  Lv CIO. 

Elb.   His  neck  will  come  to  your  waist,  a  cord, 
sir  ^^.  t 
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Clo.  I  spy  comfort ;  I  cry,  bail :  Here's  a  gentle- 
man, and  a  friend  of  mine. 

Iaicu).  How  now,  noble  Pompey  ?  Wlir.t,  at  the  heels 
of  Csesar  ?  Art  tl:iou  led  in  triumph  ?  What,  is  there 
none  of  Pygmalion's  images,  newly, made  woman  *', 
to  be  had  now,  for  putting  the  hand  in  tlie  pocket  and 
extracting  it  clutch'd  ?  What  reply  ?  Ha  ?  What  say'st 
thou  to  this  tune,  'matter,  and  metliod**?  Is't  not 
drown'd  i'  the  last  rain  ?  Ha  ?  What  say'st  tliou,  trot  ? 
Is  tlie  world  as  it  was,  man  ?  Which  is  the  way  ?  Is 
it  sad,  and  few  vvords  ?  Or  how  ?  The  trick  of  it  ? 

Biilie.   Still  thus,  and  thus !  still  worse  ! 

Liicio.  HoM"  dotli  my  dear  morsel,  tliy  mistress  ? 
Procures  she  still  ?   Ha  ? 

Ch.  Troth,  sir,  she  hath  eaten  up  all  her  beef,  and 
she  is  herself  in  tlie  tub  *^. 

Liicio.  Why,  'tis  good  3  it  is  the  right  of  itj  it  must 
be  so :  Ever  your  fresh  whore,  and  your  powder'd 
bawd :  An  unshunn'd  consequence  3  it  must  be  so : 
Art  going  to  prison,  Pompey  ? 

Clo.   Yes,  faith,  sir. 

Litcio.  Why  'tis  not  amiss,  Pompey:  Farewell: 
Go  -J  say,  I  sent  thee  tliither.  For  debt,  Pompey  ? 
Or  how  ? 

Elb,   For  being  a  bawd,  for  being  a  bawd. 

Lucio.  Well,  then  imprison  him  :  If  imprisonment 
be  die  due  of  a  bawd,  why,  'tis  his  right :  Bawd  is  he, 
doubtless,  and  of  antiquity  too  3  bawd-bom.  Fare- 
well, good  Pompey  :  Commend  me  to  tlie  prison. 
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Pompey  :  You  will  turn  good  husband  now,  Pompcy^ 
you  will  keep  tlie  house. 

Clo,   I  hope,  sir,  your  good  worship  will  be  my  bail. 

Lvcio.  No,  indeed,  will  I  not,  Pompey ;  it  is  not  tlie 
wear.  I  will  pray,  Pompey,  to  increase  your  bondage : 
if  you  take  it  not  patiently,  why,  your  mettle  is  the 
more  :  Adieu,  trusty  Pompey. — Bless  you,  friar. 

Duke.   And  you. 

Liicio.   Does  Bridget  paint  still,  Pompey  ?  Ha  ? 

Elb.   Come  your  ways,  sirj  come. 

Clo.   You  will  not  bail  me  then,  sir  ? 

Lucio.  Then,  Pompey?  nor  now. —  What  nevs 
abroad,  friar  ?  What  news  ? 

Elb.    Come  your  ways,  sir  ',  come. 

Lucio.   Go, — to  kennel,  Pompey,  go  : 

[Exeitnt  Elbou'j  Cluu:?i,  and  Officers. 
What  news,  friar,  of  tlie  duke  ? 

Duke.   I  know  none  :  Can  you  tell  me  of  any  ? 

Lucio.  Some  say,  he  is  with  the  emperor  of  Russia  j 
other  some,  he  is  in  Rome :  But  where  is  he,  think 
you? 

Duke.  I  know  not  where :  But  \^hcresoever,  I  wish 
him  well. 

Lucio.  It  was  a  mad  fantastical  trick  of  him,  to  steal 
from  the  state,  and  usurp  the  beggaiy  he  was  never 
born  to.  Lord  Angelo  dukes  it  well  in  his  absence; 
he  puts  transgression  to't. 

Duke.   He  does  well  int. 

Lucio.  A  little  more  lenity  to  lechery  would  do  no 
harm  in  him :  something  too  crabbed  tliat  way^  friar. 

VOL.   II.  Z 
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Duke.  It  is  too  general  a  vice,  and  severity  must 
cure  it. 

Lucio.  Yes,  in  good  sooth,  the  vice  is  of  a  great 
kindred  3  it  is  well  ally'd:  but  it  is  impossible  to 
extirp  it  quite,  friar,  till  eating  and  drinking  be  put 
down.  They  say,  this  Angelo  was  not  made  by  man 
and  woman,  after  tlie  downright  way  of  creation  :  Is 
it  true,  think  you  ? 

Duke.  How  should  he  be  made  then  ? 

Lucio.  Some  report,  a  sea-maid  spawn'd  him : — 
Some,  tliat  he  was  begot  between  two  stock-fishes : 
- — But  it  is  certain,  tliat  when  he  makes  water,  his 
urine  is  congeal'd  ice ;  that  I  know  to  be  true :  and  he 
is  a  motion  ungenerative,  that's  infaUible. . 

Duke.  You  are  pleasant,  sir  j  and  speak  apace. 

Lucio.  Why,  what  a  ruthless  thing  is  this  in  him, 
for  the  rebellion  of  a  cod-piece,  to  take  away  the  life 
of  a  man  ?  Would  tlie  duke,  that  is  absent,  have  done 
this  ?  Ere  he  would  have  hang'd  a  man  for  tlie  getting 
a  hundred  bastards,  he  would  have  paid  for  the  nursing 
a  thousand :  He  had  some  feeling  of  the  sport  3  he 
knew  the  sers^ice,  and  that  instructed  him  to  mercy. 

Duke.  I  never  heard  the  absent  duke  much  detected 
for  women  j  he  was  not  inclined  that  way. 

Lucio.   O,  sir,  you  are  deceived. 

Duke.   'Tis  not  possible. 

Lucio.  Who  ?  not  the  duke  ?  yes,  your  beggar  of 
fifty ; — and  his  use  was,  to  put  a  ducat  in  her  clack- 
dish*^:  tlie  duke  had  crotchets  in  him  :  He  would  be 
drunk  too  3  that  let  me  inform  you. 
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Duke.   You  do  him  wrong,  surely. 

Lucio.  Sir,  I  was  an  inward  of  his  :  A  shy  fellow 
w^as  the  duke  :  and,  I  believe,  I  know  the  cause  of  his 
witlidrawing. 

Duke.   What,  I  pr'ythee,  might  be  the  cause  ? 

Lucio.  No, — pardon  3 — 'tis  a  secret  must  be  lock'd 
within  the  teeth  and  the  lips  :  but  this  I  can  let  you 
understand, — The  greater  file  of  the  subject  held  the 
duke  to  be  wise. 

Duke.   Wise  ?  why,  no  question  but  he  was. 

Lucio.  A  very  superficial,  ignorant,  unweighing 
fellow. 

Duke.  Either  this  is  envy  in  you,  folly,  or  mis- 
taking J  the  very  stream  of  his  life,  and  the  business 
he  hath  helmed,  must,  .upon  a  warranted  need,  give 
him  a  better  proclamation.  Let  him  be  but  testimonied 
in  his  own  bringings  forth,  and  he  shall  appear  to  the 
envious,  a  scholar,  a  statesman,  and  a  soldier  :  There- 
fore, you  speak  unskilfully ;  or,  if  your  knowledge  be 
more,  it  is  much  darken'd  in  your  malice. 

Lucio.'  Sir,  I  know  him,  and  I  love  him, 

Duke.  Love  talks  with  better  knowledge,  and  know- 
ledsfe  with  dearer  love. 

Lucio.   Come,  sir,  I  know  what  I  know. 

Duke.  I  can  hardly  believe  that,  since  you  know 
not  what  you  speak.  But,  if  ever  the  duke  return, 
(as  our  prayers  are  he  may,)  let  me  desire  you  to  make 
your  answer  before  him :  If  it  be  honest  you  have 
spoke,  you  have  courage  to  maintain  it ;  I  am  bound 
to  call  upon  you  3  and^  I  pray  you,  your  name  ? 
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Ijicio.  Sir,  my  name  is  Liicio ;  well  known  to  the  duke. 

Diike.  He  shall  know  you  better^  sir,,  if  I  may  live 
to  report  you. 

Lucio.   I  fear  you  not. 

Duke.  O,  you  hope  the  duke  will  return  no  more  j 
or  you  imagine  me  too  unhurtful  an  opposite.  But, 
indeedj  I  can  do  you  little  harm  :  you'll  forswear  this 
again. 

Lucio.  I'll  be  hang'd  first :  thou  art  deceived  in 
me,  friar.  But  no  more  of  this :  Canst  thou  tell,  if 
Claudio  die  to-morrow,  or  no  ? 

Duke.    Why  should  he  die,  sir  ? 

Lucio,  Why?  for  filling  a  bottle  with  a  tun-dish. 
I  would,  the  duke,  we  talk  of,  were  return'd  again  : 
this  ungenitur'd  agent  will  unpeople  tlie  province  with 
continencyj  sparrows  must  not  build  in  his  house- 
eaves,  because  they  are  lecherous.  The  duke  yet 
would  have  dark  deeds  darkly  answer'd ;  he  would 
never  bring  them  to  light :  would  he  were  return'd  ! 
Marry,  this  Claudio  is  condemn'd  for  unti-ussing.  Fare- 
well, good  friar ;  I  pr'ytliee,  pray  for  me.  The  duke, 
I  say  to  thee  again,  would  eat  mutton  on  Fridays. 
He's  now  past  it  3  yet,  and  I  say  to  thee,  he  would 
mouth  with  a  beggar,  tliough  she  smelt  brown  bread 
andgarhck:  say,  that  I  said  so.     Farew^ell. "       \_Exit. 

Duke.    No  might  nor  greatness  in  mortality 
Can  censure  'scape  ^  back- wounding  calumny 
The  whitest  virtue  strikes :   What  king  so  strong. 
Can  tie  the  gall  up  in  the  slanderous  tongue  ? 
But  who  comes  here  ? 
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Enter  Esc  A -Lus,  Provost,  Band,  and  Officers. 

EscaL   Go_,  away  with  her  to  prison. 

Bawd.  Good  my  lord,  be  good  to  me  j  your  honour 
is  accounted  a  merciful  man :  good  my  lord. 

Escal.  Double  and  treble  admonition,  and  still  for- 
feit in  the  same  kind?  This  would  make  mercy  swear, 
and  play  the  tyrant. 

Prov.  A  bawd  of  eleven  years  continuance^  may  it 
please  your  honour. 

Baivd.  My  lord,  this  is  one  Lucio's  information 
against  me  :  mistress  Kate  Keep-down  was  with  child 
by  him  in  tlie  duke's  time,  he  promised  her  marriage  3 
his  child  is  a  year  and  a  quarter  old,  come  Philip  and 
Jacob  :  I  have  kept  it  myself  5  and  see  how  he  goes 
about  to  abuse  me. 

EscaL  That  fellow  is  a  fellow  of  much  licence  :  — 
let  him  be  called  before  us. — Away  with  her  to  prison  : 
Go  to  5  no  more  words.  [Exeunt  Bawd  and  OfFicers.'] 
Provost,  my  brother  Angelo  will  not  be  alter'd,  Clau- 
dio  must  die  to-morrow :  let  him  be  furnished  with 
divines,  and  have  all  charitable  preparation :  if  my 
brother  wrought  by  my  pity,  it  should  not  be  jso 
with  him. 

Prov.  So  please  you,  tliis  friar  hath  been  with  hlm^ 
and  advised  him  for  the  entertainment  of  deaths 

Escal.   Good  even,  good  fatlier. 

Duke.   Bliss  and  goodness  on  you  1 

Escal.  Of  whence  are  you  ? 
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Duke.   Not  of  this  country,  though  my  chance  is 
now 
To  use  it  for  my  time  :  I  am  a  brother 
Of  gTacious  order,  late  come  from  the  see. 
In  special  business  from  his  holiness. 

EscaJ.   What  news  abroad  i'the  world  ? 

Duke.  None,  but  that  there  is  so  great  a  fever  on 
goodness,  tliat  tlie  dissolution  of  it  must  cure  it :  no- 
velty is  only  in  request ;  and  it  is  as  dangerous  to  be 
aged  in  any  kind  of  course,  as  it  is  virtuous  to  be  con- 
stant in  any  undertaking.  There  is  scarce  truth  enough 
alive,  to  make  societies  secure  j  but  security  enough, 
to  make  fellowships  accurs'd  :  much  upon  this  riddle 
runs  the  wisdom  of  the  world.  This  news  is  old 
enough,  yet  it  is  every  day's  news.  I  pray  you,  sir,  of 
what  disposition  was  the  duke  ? 

Escal.  One,  that,  above  all  other  strifes,  contended, 
especially  to  know  himself. 

Duke.   What  pleasure  was  he  given  to  ? 

EscaL  Rather  rejoicing  to  see  anotlier  merry,  than 
merry  at  any  thing  which  profess'd  to  make  him  re- 
joice :  a  gentleman  of  all  temperance.  But  leave  we 
him  to  his  events,  witla  a  prayer  they  may  prove  pro- 
sperous; and  let  me  desire  to  know  how  you  find 
Claudio  prepared.  I  am  made  to  understand,  that 
you  have  lent  him  visitation. 

Duke.  He  professes  to  have  received  no  sinister 
measure  from  his  judge,  but  most  willingly  humbles 
jiimself  to  the  determination  of  justice  :  yet  had  he 
framed  to  himself,  by  the  instruction  of  his  frailty, 
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many  deceiving  promises  of  life  ;  which  I,  by  my  good 
leisure,  have  discredited  to  him,  and  now  is  he  re- 
solved to  die. 

Escal.  You  have  paid  the  heavens  your  function, 
and  the  prisoner  the  very  debt  of  your  calling.  1  have 
labour'd  for  tlie  poor  gentleman,  to  tlie  extremest  shore 
of  my  modesty  5  but  my  brother  justice  have  I  found 
so  severe,  that  he  hath  forced  me  to  tell  him,  he  is 
indeed — justice. 

Duke.  If  his  own  life  answer  the  straitness  of  his 
proceeding,  it  shall  become  him  well  j  wherein  if  he 
chance  to  fail,  he  hath  sentenced  himself. 

Escal.  I  am  going  to  visit  the  prisoner :  Fare  you 
well. 

Duke.   Peace  be  with  you  ! 

\_Ex€unt  Escalus  and  Provost . 
He,  who  the  sword  of  heaven  will  bear. 
Should  be  as  holy  as  severe  5 
Pattern  in  himself  to  know, 
Grace  to  stand,  and  virtue  go  '^^  5 
More  nor  less  to  others  paying. 
Than  by  self-offences  weighing. 
Shame  to  him,  whose  cruel  striking 
Kills  for  faultf5  of  his  own  liking  ! 
Twice  treble  shame  on  Angelo, 
To  weed  my  vice,  and  let  his  grow ! 
O,  what  may  man  witliln  him  hide. 
Though  angel  on  the  outward  side  ! 
How  may  likeness,  made  in  crimes. 
Making  practice  on  tlie  times. 
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Draw  with  idle  spiders'  strings 

Most  pond'rous  and  substantial  things ! 

Craft  against  vice  I  must  apply  : 

With  Angelo  to-night  shall  lie 

His  old  betrothed,  but  despis'd  j 

So  disguise  shall,  by  the  disguis'd^ 

Pay  witli  falshood  false  exacting. 

And  perform  an  old  contracting.  [Exif^ 
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ACT  IV.    SCENE  I. 
A  Room  in  Mariana's  House. 

Mariana  discovered  sitting;  a  Boij  singing, 

SONG. 

Take  J  oh  taJce  those  lips  away  ^^, 

That  so  sweetly  were  forsworn  ; 
And  those  eyes,  the  break  of  day , 

Lights  that  do  mislead  the  morn: 
But  my  kisses  bring  again, 

bring  again. 
Seals  of  love,  but  seaVd  in  vain, 

seaVd  in  vain. 

Marl.   Break  off  thy  song,  and  haste  thee  quick 
away ; 
Here  comes  a  man  of  comfort,  whose  advice 
Hath  often  still'd  my  brawling  discontent. — 

\^Exit  Boy, 

Enter  Duke. 

I  cry  you  mercy,  sir  5  and  well  could  wish 
You  had  not  found  me  here  so  musical : 
Let  me  excuse  me,  and  believe  me  so, — 
My  mirth  it  much  displeas'd,  but  pleas'd  my  woe. 
Duke.   'Tis  good :  though  musick  oft  hatli  such  ^ 
charm^ 
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To  make  bad,  good,  and  good  provoke  to  harm. 
I  pray  you,  tell  me,  hath  any  body  inquired  for  me 
here  to-day  ?  much  upon  this  time  have  I  promis'd 
here  to  meet. 

Mari.  You  have  not  been  inquired  after :  I  have 
sat  here  all  day. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Duke.  I  do  constantly  believe  you : — The  time  is 
€ome,  even  now.  I  shall  crave  your  forbearance  a 
little ;  may  be,  I  will  call  upon  you  anon,  for  some 
advantage  to  yourself. 

Mari.   I  am  always  bound  to  you.  \^Exit» 

Duke.   Very  well  met,  and  welcome. 
What  is  the  news  from  this  good  deputy  ? 

Jsab.   He  hath  a  garden  circummur'd  with  brick. 
Whose  western  side  is  with  a  vineyard  back'd  3 
And  to  that  vineyard  is  a  planched  gate. 
That  makes  his  opening  witli  this  bigger  key  : 
This  other  dotli  command  a  little  door. 
Which  from  the  vineyard  to  the  garden  leads ; 
There  have  I  made  my  promise  to  call  on  him. 
Upon  the  heavy  middle  of  the  night. 

Duke.  But  shall  you  on  your  knowledge  find  this  way  ? 

Isab.  I  have  ta'en  a  due  and  wary  note  upon't  3 
With  whispering  and  most  guilty  diligence. 
In  action  all  of  precept,  he  did  show  me 
The  way  twice  o'er. 

'   Duke.  Are  there  no  other  tokens 

Between  you  'greedy  concerning  her  observance  ? 
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Isab.   No,  none^  but  only  a  repair  i'  the  dark  j 
And  that  I  have  possess'd  him,  my  most  stay 
Can  be  but  brief:  for  I  have  made  him  know, 
I  have  a  servant  comes  witli  me  aloncr. 
That  stays  upon  me  3  whose  persuasion  is, 
I  come  about  my  brother. 

Duke.  'Tis  well  borne  up. 

I  have  not  yet  made  known  to  IVIariana 
A  word  of  this : — What,  ho  !  within  !  come  forth  ! 

Re-enter  Mariana. 

I  pray  you,  be  acquainted  witli  this  maid  ; 
She  comes  to  do  you  good. 

laab.  I  do  desire  tlie  like. 

Duke.  Do  you  persuade  yourself  that  I  respect  you  ? 

Mari.    Good   friar,  I   know  you   do ;    and  have 
found  it. 

Duke.   Take  then  this  your  companion  by  die  hand;» 
Who  hath  a  story  ready  for  your  ear  : 
I  shall  attend  your  leisure  ;  but  make  haste ; 
The  vaporous  night  approaches. 

Mari.  Will't  please  you  walk  aside  ? 

[Exeunt  Mariana  and  Isabella . 

Duke.   O  place  and  greatness,  millions  of  false  eyes 
Are  stuck  upon  diee  !  volumes  of  report 
Run  with  diese  false  and  most  contrarious  quests 
Upon  diy  doings  !  tiiousand  'scapes  of  wit 
Make  thee  the  father  of  tlieir  idle  dream. 
And  rack  thee  in  their  fancies ! — Welcome  !  How 
agreed  ? 
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Re-enter  Mariaxa  and  Isabella. 

Isah.   She'll  take  the  enterprize  upon  her^  father^ 
If  you  advise  it. 

Duke.  It  is  not  my  consent,, 

But  my  inti-eaty  too. 

Isab.  Little  have  you  to  say. 

When  you  depart  from  him,  but,  soft  and  low, 
Hcmemher  now  my  brother. 

Marl.  Fear  me  not. 

Duke.   Nor,  gentle  daughter,  fear  you  not  at  all : 
He  is  your  husband  on, a  pre-contract : 
To  bring  you  thus  together,  'tis  no  sin  j 
Sith  that  the  justice  of  your  title  to  him 
Doth  flourish  the  deceit.     Come,  let  us  go  ; 
Our  corn's  to  reap,  for  yet  our  tithe's  to  sow  ^^. 

{^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL 

A  Room  in  the  Prison.. 
Enter  Provost  and  Clown. 

Prov,  Come  hither^  sirrah :  Can  you  cut  off  a  man's 
head  ? 

C7o.  If  the  man  be  a  bachelor,  sir,  I  can:  but  if  he 
be  a  manied  man,  he  is  his  wife's  head,  and  I  can 
never  cut  off  a  woman's  head. 

Prov.  Come,  sir,  leave  me  your  snatches,  and  yield 
me  a  direct  answer.     To-morrow  morning  are  to  die 
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Claiidio  and  Bamardine  :  Here  is  in  our  prison  a  com- 
mon executioner,  who  in  his  office  hicks  a  helper :  if 
you  will  take  it  on  you  to  assist  him,  it  shall  redeem 
you  from  your  gyves  ;  if  not,  you  shall  have  your  full 
time  of  imprisonment,  and  your  deliverance  witli  an 
unpitied  \\hipping5  for  you  have  been  a  notorious 
bawd. 

•  Clo.  Sir,  I  have  been  an  unlawful  bawd,  time  out  of 
mind  ;  but  yet  I  will  be  content  to  be  a  lawful  hang- 
man. I  would  be  glad  to  receive  some  instruction 
from  my  fellow  partner. 

Frov.  What  ho,  Abhorson !  Where's  Abhorson, 
tliere  ? 

Enter  Abhorson. 

Abhor.   Do  you  call,  sir  ? 

Frov.  Sirrah,  here's  a  fellow  will  help  you  to- 
morrow in  yom-  execution  :  If  you  think  it  meet, 
compound  with  him  by  the  year,  and  let  him  abide 
here  witii  you ;  if  not,  use  him  for  the  present,  and 
dismiss  him  :  He  cannot  plead  his  estimation  with 
you  3  he  hath  been  a  bawd. 

AhJior.  A  bawd,  sir  ?  Fie  upon  him,  he  will  dis- 
credit our  mystery. 

Frov,  Go  to,  sir  3  you  weigh  equally  3  a  feather 
will  turn  the  scale.  {^txit. 

Clo.  Pray,  sir,  by  your  good  favour,  (for,  surely,  sir, 
a  good  favour  you  have,  but  that  you  have  a  hanging 
look,)  do  you  call,  sir,  your  occupation  a  mystery  ? 

Jihor,   Ky,  sir3  a  mystery.     • 
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CIo.  Painting,  sir,  I  have  heard  say,  is  a  mystery ; 
and  your  whores,  sir,  being  members  of  my  occupa- 
tion, using  painting,  do  prove  my  occupation  a  mys- 
tery :  but  what  mystery  tliere  should  be  in  hanging, 
if  I  should  be  hang  d,  I  cannot  imagine. 

Abhor.    Sir,  it  is  a  mystery. 

do.   Proof. 

Abhor.  Eveiy  true  man's  apparel  fits  your  thief: 
If  it  be  too  little  for  your  tliief,  your  true  man  thinks 
it  big  enough ;  if  it  be  too  big  for  your  thief,  your 
thief  thinks  it  little  enough  :  so  every  true  man's  ap- 
parel fits  your  thief. 

Re-enter  ProvosL 

Prov.  Are  you  agreed  ? 

Clo.  Sir,  I  will  serve  him ;  for  I  do  find,  your  hang- 
man is  a  more  penitent  trade  than  your  bawd  5  he 
doth  oftener  ask  forgiveness. 

Prov.  You,  sirrah,  provide  your  block  and  your 
axe,  to-morrow  four  o'clock. 

Abhor.  Come  on,  bawd  3  I  will  instruct  thee  in  my 
trade  3  follow. 

Clo.  I  do  desire  to  learn,  sir  3  and,  I  hope,  if  you 
have  occasion  to  use  me  for  your  own  turn,  you  shall 
find  me  yare  :  for,  truly  sir,  for  your  kindness,  I  owe 
yoQ  a  good  turn. 

Prov.  Call  hither  Barnardine  and  Claudio  : 

\_EAennt  Clouii  and  Abhorson. 
One  ha^  my  pity  5  not  a  jot  the  other. 
Being  a  murderer,  though  he  were  my  brotlier. 
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Enter  Claud  10. 

Look,  here's  the  warrant,  Claudio,  for  tliy  deatli : 
'Tis  now  dead  midnight,  and  by  eight  to-morrow 
Thou  must  be  made  immortal.    Where's  Barnardine  ? 
Claud.  As  fast  lock'd  up  in  sleep,  as  guiltless  la- 
bour 
When  it  lies  starkly  ^°  in  the  ti'aveller's  bones  : 
He  will  not  wake. 

Prov.  Who  can  do  good  on  him  ? 

Well,  go,  prepare  yourself.     But  hark,  what  noise  ? 

[K?iockwg  uith'ui. 
Heaven  give  your  spirits  comfort !  [Exit  Claudia.']  By 

and  by  :  — 
I  hope  it  is  some  pardon,  or  reprieve. 
For  the  most  gentle  Claudio. — Welcome,  fatlier. 

Enter  Duke, 

Duke.  The  best  and  wholesomest  spirits  of  die  night 
Envelop  you,  good  Provost !  Who  call'd  here  of  late  ? 

Prov,  None,  since  the  curfew  rung. 

Duke.  '         Not  Isabel  ? 

Prov.  No. 

Duke.  They  will  then,  ere't  be  long. 

Prov.  What  comfort  is  for  Claudio  ? 

Duke.  There's  some  in  hope. 

Prov.  It  is  a  bitter  deputy. 

Duke.  Not  so,  not  so  5  his  life  is  parallel'd 
Even  with  tlie  stroke  and  line  of  his  great  justice  j 
He  doth  witli  holy  abstinence  subdue 
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That  in  himself,  which  he  spui's  on  his  power 
To  qualify  in  others  :   were  he  meal'd 
With  that  which  he  corrects^  then  were  he  tyrannous  j 
But  this  being  so^  he's  just. — Now  are  they  come. — 

[Knocking  •within. — Provost  goes  out. 
This  is  a  gentle  provost :  Seldom,  when 
The  steeled  gaoler  is  the  friend  of  men. — 
How  now  ?  What  noise  ?  That  spirit's  possess'd  with 

haste. 
That   wounds   the    vmsisting^'    postern    with   these 

strokes. 

Provost  returns^  speaking  to  one  at  the  door. 

Prov.  There  he  must  stay,  until  the  officer 
Arise  to  let  him  in ;  he  is  call'd  up. 

Diike.  Have  you  no  countermand  for  Claudio  yet. 
But  he  must  die  to-morrow  ? 

Prov.  None,  sir,  none, 

Duke.  As  near  tlie  dawning.  Provost,  as  it  is. 
You  shall  hear  more  ere  morning. 

Prov.  Happily, 

You  something  know  5  yet,  I  believe,  there  comes 
No  countermand^  no  such  example  have  we  : 
Besides,  upon  the  very  siege  of  justice. 
Lord  Angelo  hath  to  the  publick  ear 
Profess'd  the  contrary. 

Fmtcr  a  Messenger. 

Duke.  This  is  his  lordship's  man. 
Prov.  And  here  comes  Claudio' s  pardon. 
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Mess.  My  lord  hath  sent  you  tliis  note  ;  and  by  ma 
this  further  charge,  that  you  swerve  not  from  the 
smallest  article  of  it,  neitlier  in  time,  matter,  or  other 
circumstance.  Good  morrow  j  for,  as  I  take  it,  it  is 
almost  day. 

Prov.  I  shall  obey  him.  [Exit  Messenger. 

Duke.  This  is  his  pardon  3  purchas'd  by  such  sin, 

[^Aside. 
For  which  the  pardoner  himself  is  in  : 
Hence  hath  offence  his  quick  celerity. 
When  it  is  borne  in  high  authority  : 
When  vice  makes  mercy,  mercy's  so  extended. 
That  for  the  fault's  love,  is  tlie  offender  friended. — 
Now,  sir,  what  news  ? 

Frov.  I  told  you :  Lord  Angelo,  be-like,  thinking 
me  remiss  in  mine  office,  awakens  me  with  diis  un- 
wonted putting  on  :  me  thinks,  strangely  ;  for  he  hatli 
not  used  it  before. 

Duke.  Pray  you,  let's  hear. 

Fiov.  [Reads.']  JVhatsoever  you  mai)  hear  to  the  con- 
trarifi  let  Claudio  be  executed  hij  four  of  the  clock;  and, 
in  the  afternoon y  Barnardine  :  for  mij  letter  satisfaction y 
let  me  haze  Claudio" s  head  sent  me  by  fue.  Let  this  be 
duly  perforin  d;  with  a  thought,  that  more  depends  on  it 
than  we  must  yet  deliver.  Thus  fail  not  to  do  your  of- 
Jiccy  as  you  will  ansiter  it  at  your  peril. 
What  say  you  to  this,  sir  ? 

Duke.  What  is  that  Barnardine,  who  is  to  be  exe- 
cuted in  tlie  afternoon  ? 

VOL,  II.  A  A 
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Pi'ov.  A  Bohemian  born ;  but  here  nursed  up  and 
bred  :  one  that  is  a  prisoner  nine  years  old. 

Duke.  How  came  it,  that  the  absent  duke  had  not 
either  deUver'd  him  to  his  Hberty,  or  executed  him  ? 
I  have  heard,  it  was  ever  his  manner  to  do  so. 

Prov.  His  friends  still  wrought  reprieves  for  him  : 
And,  indeed,  his  fact,  till  now  in  the  government  of 
lord  Angelo,  came  not  to  an  undoubtful  proof. 

Duke.  Is  it  now  apparent  ? 

Fruv.  Most  manifest,  and  not  denied  by  himself. 

Duke.  Hath  he  borne  himself  penitently  in  prison  ? 
How  seems  he  to  be  touch'd  ? 

Prov.  A  man  that  apprehends  deatli  no  more  dread- 
fully, but  as  a  drunken  sleep  ;  careless,  reckless,  and 
fearless  of  what's  past,  present,  or  to  come ;  insensi- 
ble of  mortality,  and  desperately  mortal  ^^. 

Duke.  He  wants  advice. 

Pnw.  He  will  hear  none :  he  hath  evermore  had 
tlie  liberty  of  the  prison ;  give  him  leave  to  escape 
hence,  he  would  not :  drunk  many  times  a  day,  if  not 
many  days  entirely  dinink.  We  have  very  often  awaked 
him,  as  if  to  carry  him  to  execution,  and  show'd  him 
a  seemina;  warrant  for  it :  it  hatli  not  moved  him 
at  all. 

Duke.  More  of  him  anon.  There  is  written  in 
your  brow.  Provost,  honesty  and  constancy  :  if  I  read 
it  not  truly,  my  ancient  skill  beguiles  me ;  but  in  tlie 
boldness  of  my  cunning,  1  will  lay  myself  in  hazard. 
Claudio,  whom  here  you  have  a  warrant  to  execute^ 
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is  no  greater  forfeit  to  die  law  than  Angelo  who  hath 
sentenced  him  :  To  make  you  understand  tliis  in  a 
manifested  effect,  I  crave  but  four  days  respite  -,  for 
the  ^\  hich  you  are  to  do  me  both  a  present  and  a 
dangerous  courtesy. 

Frov.  Pray,  sir,  in  what  ? 

Duke.  In  tlie  delaying  death. 

Pr'ov.  Alack  !  how  may  I  do  it  ?  having  tlie  hour 
limited  -,  and  an  express  command,  under  penalty,  to 
deliver  his  head  in  the  view  of  i\ngelo  ?  I  may  make 
my  case  as  Claudio's,  to  cross  tliis  in  the  smallest. 

Duke.  By  tlie  vow  of  mine  order,  I  warrant  you,  if 
my  instructions  may  be  your  guide.  Let  this  Barnar- 
dine  be  this  morning  executed,  and  his  head  borne  to 
Angelo. 

Frov.  Angelo  hath  seen  them  both,  and  will  dis- 
cover the  favour. 

Duke.  O,  death's  a  great  disguiser :  and  you  may 
add  to  it.  Shave  the  head,  and  tie  ^^  the  beard  ;  and 
say,  it  was  the  desire  of  tlie  penitent  to  be  so  bared 
before  his  death :  You  know,  the  course  is  common. 
If  any  thing  fall  to  you  upon  this,  more  than  dianks 
and  good  fortune,  by  the  saint  whom  I  profess,  I  will 
plead  against  it  with  ray  life. 

Prov,  Pardon  me,  good  father  j  it  is  against  my 
oath. 

Duke.  Were  you  sworn  to  tlie  duke,  or  to  the  de- 
puty ? 

Prov.  To  him,  and  to  liis  substitutes. 
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Duke.  You  will  tliink  you  have  made  no  offence,  if 
the  duke  avouch  the  justice  of  your  dealing  ? 

Prov.  But  what  likelihood  is  in  that  ? 

Dyke.  Not  a  resemblance,  but  a  certainty.  Yet 
since  I  see  you  fearful,  that  neitlier  my  coat,  integrity, 
nor  my  persuasion,  can  witli  ease  attempt  you,  I  will 
go  further  than  I  meant,  to  pluck  all  fears  out. of  you. 
Look  you,  sir,  here  is  the  hand  and  seal  of  the  duke. 
You  know  tlie  character,  I  doubt  not ;  and  tlie  signet 
is  not  strange  to  you. 

Prov.  I  know  them  both. 

Duke.  The  contents  of  tliis  is  the  return  of  the 
duke ;  you  shall  anon  over-read  it  at  your  pleasure  j 
where  you  shall  find,  within  these  two  days  he  v.ill 
be  here.  This  is  a  thing,  tliat  An  gel  o  knows  not :  for 
he  this  very  day  receives  letters  of  strange  tenor ;  per- 
chance, of  the  duke's  death  3  perchance,  entering  into 
some  monastery ;  but,  by  chance,  nothing  of  what  is 
writ.  Look,  the  unfolding  star  calls  up  the  shepherd : 
Put  not  yourself  into  amazement,  how  these  things 
should  be  :  all  difficulties  are  but  easy  when  tliey  are 
known.  Call  your  executioner,  and  off  with  Bar- 
nardine's  head  :  I  will  give  him  a  present  shrift,  and 
advise  him  for  a  better  place.  Yet  you  are  amazed  ■ 
but  this  shall  absolutely  resolve  you.  Come  away ; 
it  is  almost  clear  dawn.  [Exmnt. 
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SCENE  III. 

Another  Room  in  the  Same. 

Enter  Cloxvn. 

CIo.  I  am  as  well  acquainted  here,,  as  I  was  in  ou^ 
house  of  profession  :  one  would  think,  it  were  mistress 
Over-done's  own  house,  for  here  be  many  of  her  old 
customers.  First,  here's  young  master  Rash  ^*  3  he's 
in  for  a  commodity  of  brown  paper  and  old  ginger  ^*, 
ninescore  and  seventeen  pounds ;  of  which  he  made 
five  marks,  ready  money  :  marry,  then,  ginger  was 
not  much  in  request,  for  the  old  women  were  all 
dead.  Then  is  there  here  one  master  Caper,  at  the 
suit  of  master  Three-pile  the  mercer,  for  some  four 
suits  of  peach-colour'd  s?.tin,  which  now  peaches  hini 
a,  beggar.  Then  have  we  here  young  Dizy,  and  young 
master  Deep-vow,  and  master  Copper-spur,  and 
master  Starve -lacky  tlie  rapier  and  dagger-man,  and 
young  Drop-heir  that  kill'd  lusty  Pudding,  and  master 
Fortli-right  the  tilter,  and  brave  master  Shoe-tye  the 
great  traveller,  and  wild  Half-can  that  stabb'd  Pots, 
and,  I  think,  forty  more ;  all  great  doers  In  our  trade, 
and  are  now  for  the  Lord's  sake  ^^. 

Enter  xYbhorso^t. 

Abhor.  Sirrah,  bring  Barnardine  hither. 
Clo.    Master  Earnardine  !    you  must  rise  and  be 
hang'dj  master  Earnardine ! 
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Abhor.  What,  ho,  Barnardine  ! 

Bainar.  \lVithin,']  A  pox  o'  your  throats !  Who 
makes  that  noise  there  ?  What  are  you  ? 

Clo.  Your  friends,  sir ;  the  hangman  :  You  must 
be  so  good,  sir,  to  rise  and  be  put  to  death. 

Barnar.   {_lVithin.~\  Away,  you  rogue,  away 5  lam 

sleepy. 

Abhor,  Tell  him,  he  must  awake,  and  that  quickly  too. 

Clo.  Pray,  master  Barnardine^  awake  till  you  are 
executed,  and  sleep  afterwards. 

Abhor.  Go  in  to  him,  and  fetch  him  out. 

Clo.  He  is  coming,  sir^  he  is  coming  3  I  hear  his 
straw  rustle. 

JE/z/er  Barkardine. 

Abhor.  Is  tlie  axe  upon  the  block,  sirrah  ? 

Clo.  Very  ready,  sir. 

Barnar.  How  now,  Abhorson?  what's  the  news 
with  you  ? 

Abhor.  Truly,  sir,  I  would  desire  you  to  clap  into 
your  prayers  ;  for,  look  you,  the  warrant's  come , 

Barnar.  You  rogue,  I  have  been  drinking  all  night, 
I  am  not  fitted  for't. 

Clo.  O,  the  better,  sir  3  for  he  that  drinks  all  night, 
and  is  hang'd  betimes  in  the  morning,  may  sleep  the 
sounder  all  the  next  day. 

Enter  Duke. 

Abhor.  Look  you,  sir,  here  comes  your  ghostly 
father  3  Do  we  jest  now,  think  you  ? 
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Duke.  Sir^  induced  by  my  charity,  and  hearing 
how  hastily  you  are  to  depart,  I  am  come  to  advise 
you,  comfort  you,  and  pray  witli  you. 

Barnar.  Friar,  not  I ;  I  have  been  drinking  hard 
all  night,  and  I  will  have  more  time  to  prepare  me, 
or  they  shall  beat  out  my  brains  with  billets  :  I  will 
not  consent  to  die  this  day,  that's  certain. 

Duke.  O,  sir,  you  must :  and  tlierefore^  I  beseech 
you. 
Look  forward  on  tlie  journey  you  shall  go. 

Barnar.  I  swear^  I  will  not  die  to-day  for  any  man's 
persuasion. 

Duke.  But  hear  you, 

Barnar.  Not  a  word;  if  you  have  any  thing  to 
say  to  me,  come  to  my  ward  5  for  thence  will  not 
I  to-day.  [^Exit, 

Enter  Provost. 

Duke.  Unfit  to  live,  or  die  :  O,  gravel  heart ! — 
After  him,  fellows  3  bring  him  to  the  block. 

l_Exeu?it  Abhorson  and  Chxvn. 

Prov.  Now,  sir,  how  do  you  find  the  prisoner  ? 

Duke,  A  creature  unprepar'd,  unmeet  for  death  3 
And,  to  transport  him  in  the  mind  he  is. 
Were  damnable. 

Prov.  Here  in  the  prison,  fiither. 

There  died  tliis  morning  of  a  cruel  fever 
One  Ragozine,  a  most  notorious  pirate, 
A  man  of  Claudio's  years  5  his  beard,  and  head. 
Just  of  his  colour  :  What  if  we  do  omit 
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This  reprobate,  till  he  were  well  inclin'd  3 
And  satisfy  tlie  deputy  with  the  visage 
Of  Ragozine,  more  like  to  Claudio  ? 

Duke,  O,  'tis  an  accident  that  heaven  provides  \ 
Dispatch  it  presently  3  tlie  hour  draws  on 
Prefix'd  by  Angelo  :   See,  this  be  done. 
And  sent  according  to  command  3  whiles  I 
Persuade  this  rude  wretch  willingly  to  die. 

Prov.  This  shall  be  done,  good  fatlier,  presently. 
But  Barnardine  must  die  this  afternoon  : 
And  how  shall  we  continue  Claudio, 
To  save  me  from  the  danger  tliat  might  come. 
If  he  were  kno^\^l  alive  ? 

Duke.  Let  tliis  be  done ; — Put  them  in  secret  holds^ 
Botli  Barnardine  and  Claudio  :  Ere  twice 
The  sun  hath  made  his  journal  greeting  to 
The  under  generation  ^%  you  shall  find 
Your  safety  manifested. 
-     Prov,  I  am  your  free  dependant. 

Duke.  Quick,  despatch. 

And  send  tlie  head  to  Angelo,  [Exit  Provost. 

Now  will  I  write  letters  to  Angelo, — 
The  provost,  he  shall  bear  them, — whose  contents 
Shall  witness  to  him>  I  am  near  at  home  3 
And  that,  by  great  injunctions,  I  am  bound 
To  enter  publickly  :  him  Til  desire 
To  meet  me  at  tlie  consecrated  fount, 
A  league  below  the  city  3  and  from  thence. 
By  cold  gradation  and  weal-balanced  form> 
We  shall  proceed  witii  Angelo. 
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Re-en fer  Provost. 

Prov.  Here  is  the  head  j  I'll  carry  it  myself. 

Duke.  Convenient  is  it  :   Tvlake  a  swift  return  j 
For  I  would  commune  with  you  of  such  things. 
That  want  no  ear  but  yours. 

Prov.  I'll  make  all  speed. 

[Exit, 

Jsah.  [Witlun.]  Peace,  ho,  be  here  ! 

Duke.  The  tongue  of  Isabel :  — She's  come  to  know. 
If  yet  her  brother's  pardon  be  come  hither  : 
But  I  will  keep  her  ig-norant  of  her  good. 
To  make  her  heavenly  comforts  of  despair. 
When  it  is  least  expected. 

Enter  Is  ABE  J.L  A. 

Isah.  Ho,  by  your  leave. 

Duke.    Good   morning  to  you,   fair  and  gracious 
daughter. 

Isah.  The  better,  given  me  by  so  holy  a  man. 
Hath  yet  tlie  deputy  sent  my  brotiier's  pardon  ? 

Duke.    He  hath  releas'd  him,   Isabel,    from   the 
world  j 
His  head  is  otf,  and  sent  to  Angelo. 

Isab.  Nay,  but  it  is  not  so. 

Duke.  It  is  no  other  : 

Show  your  wisdom,  daughter,  in  your  close  patienc.^. 

Isab.  O,  I  will  to  him,  and  pluck  out  his  eyes. 

Duke.  You  shall  not  be  admitted  to  his  sight. 

Isab.  Unliappy  Claudio  !  Wretched  Isabel ! 
Injurious  world  !  Most  damned  Angelo  ! 
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DiiJte.  This  nor  hurts  him,  nor  profits  you  a  jot : 
Forbear  it  tlierefore  j  give  your  cause  to  heaven. 
Mark  what  I  say ;  which  you  shall  find 
By  every  syllable,  a  faitliful  verity  : 
The  duke  comes  home  to-morrow ; — nay_,  dry  your 

eyes  j 
One  of  our  convent,  and  his  confessor. 
Gives  me  this  instance  :  Already  he  hath  carried 
Notice  to  Escalus  and  Angelo ; 
Who  do  prepare  to  meet  him  at  the  gates. 
There  to  give  up  their  power.     If  you  can,  pace  your 

wisdom 
In  that  good  patli  that  I  would  wish  it  go  3 
And  you  shall  have  your  bosom  on  this  wretch^ 
Grace  of  the  duke,  revenges  to  your  hearty 
And  general  honour. 

Isab.  I  am  directed  by  you. 

Duke.  This  letter  tlien  to  friar  Peter  give  -, 
'Tis  he  that  sent  me  of  the  duke's  return  : 
Say,  by  this  token,  I  desire  his  company 
At  Mariana's  house  to-night.     Her  cause,  and  yours, 
I'll  perfect  him  withal ;  and  he  shall  bring  you 
Before  the  duke ;  and  to  the  head  of  Angelo 
Accuse  him  home,  and  home.     For  my  poor  self, 
I  am  combined  by  a  sacred  vow. 
And  shall  be  absent.     Wend  you  with  this  letter  ; 
Command  these  fretting  waters  from  your  eyes 
With  a  light  heart  3  trust  not  my  holy  order^ 
If  I  pervert  your  coiurse. — Who's  here  ? 


l^j^jytcurj  JL.  i-fu'^T. 


i'ii'iirrcn  ^"iXu/? 
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Enter  Lucio. 

Lucio,  Good  even ! 

Friar,  where  is  the  provost  ? 

Duhe.  Not  witliin,  sir. 

Lucio.  O,  pretty  Isabella,  I  am  pale  at  mine  heart, 
to  see  thine  eyes  so  red  :  thou  must  be  patient :  I  am 
fain  to  dine  and  sup  with  water  and  bran  j  I  dare  not 
for  my  head  fill  my  belly  -,  one  fruitfal  meal  would 
set  me  to't :  But  they  say  tlie  duke  will  be  here  to- 
morrow. By  my  troth,  Isabel,  I  lov'd  thy  brother  ; 
if  the  old  ^'*  fantastical  duke  of  dark  comers  had  been 
at  home,  he  had  lived.  [Exit  Isabella. 

Duke.  Sir,  the  duke  is  marvellous  little  beholden 
to  your  reports  3  but  the  best  is,  he  lives  not  in  them. 

Lucio.  Friar,  thou  knowest  not  the  duke  so  well  as 
I  do  :  he's  a  better  woodman  ^^  than  thou  takest  him 
for. 

Duke.  Well,  you'll  answer  this  one  day.  Fare  ye 
well. 

Lucio.  Nay,  tariy  5  I'll  go  along  with  thee  3  I  can 
tell  thee  pretty  tales  of  the  duke. 

Duke.  You  have  told  me  too  many  of  him  already^ 
sir,  if  tliey  be  true  j  if  not  true,  none  were  enough. 

Lucio.  I  was  once  before  him  for  getting  a  wench 
with  child. 

Duke.  Did  you  such  a  tiling  ? 

Lvcio.  Yes,  marry,  did  I :  but  was  fain  to  forswear 
it ;  they  would  else  have  married  me  to  tlie  rotten 
medlar. 
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JDifhe.  Sir,  your  cx)mpany  is  fairer  than  honest : 
Rest  you  well. 

lucio.  By  my  troth,  I'll  go  with  thee  to  tlie  lane's 
end  :  If  bawdy  talk  offend  you,  we'll  have  very  little 
of  it :   Nay,  friar^  I  am  a  kind  of  burr,  I  shall  stick. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  IF. 

A  Room  in  Angela  s  House. 
Enter  Angelo  and  Escalus. 

Escal.  Every  letter  he  hath  writ  hath  disvouch'd 
other. 

Ang.  In  most  uneven  and  distracted  manner.  His 
actions  show  much  like  to  madness  :  pray  heaven,  his 
wisdom  be  not  tainted  !  And  why  meet  him  at  the 
gates,  and  re-deliver  our  authorities  diere  ? 

Escal.  I  guess  not. 

Ang.  And  why  should  we  proclaim  it  in  an  hour 
before  his  entering,  that,  if  any  crave  redress  of  injus- 
tice, they  should  exhibit  their  petitions  in  the  street  ? 

Escal.  He  shows  his  reason  for  tliat :  to  have  a 
dispatch  of  complaints  j  and  to  deliver  us  from  de- 
vices hereafter,  which  shall  tlien  have  no  power  to 
stand  against  us. 

Ang.  Well,  I  beseech  you,  let  it  be  proclaim'd  i 
Betimes  i'  the  morn,  I'll  call  you  at  your  house  : 
Give  notice  to  such  men  of  sort  and  suit. 
As  are  to  m.eet  him. 
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XscaL  I  shall,  sir :  fare  you  well. 

[Exit. 

An  2:.  Good  niirht. — 
This  deed  unshapes  me  quite,  makes  me  unpregnant. 
And  dull  to  all  proceedings.     A  deflovver'd  maid  ! 
And  by  an  eminent  body,  that  enforc'd 
The  law  against  it ! — But  tliat  her  tender  shame 
Will  not  proclaim  against  her  maiden  loss, 
How  might  she  .tongue  me  ?  Yet  reason  dares  her  ? 

— no  : 
For  my  authority  bears  a  credent  bulk. 
That  no  particular  scandal  once  can  touch, 
But  it  confounds  the  breather.    He  should  have  liv'd. 
Save  that  his  riotous  youth,  with  dangerous  sense. 
Might,  in  the  times  to  come,  have  ta'en  revenge. 
By  so  receiving  a  dishonour'd  life. 
With  ransom  of  such  shame.     'Would  yet  he  had 

liv'd ! 
Alack,  when  once  om*  grace  we  have  forgot, 
Notliing  goes  right  3  we  would,  and  we  would  not  ^. 

SCENE  V, 

Fields  icithout  the  Toun. 
Enter  Duke  in  kis  own  habit,  and  Friar  Peter. 

Duke.  These  letters  at  fit  time  deliver  me. 

[Giving  ktters. 
The  provost  knows  our  pui-pose,  and  our  plot. 
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The  matter  being  afoot,  keep  your  instiniction. 
And  hold  you  ever  to  our  special  drift ; 
Though  sometimes  you  do  blench  from  this  to  that. 
As  cause  doth  minister.     Go^  call  at  Flavius'  house. 
And  tell  him  where  I  stay  :  give  the  like  notice. 
To  Valentinus,  Rowland,  and  to  Crassus, 
And  bid  them  bring  the  trumpets  to  tlie  gate ; 
But  send  me  Flavius  first. 

F,  Peter.  It  shall  be  speeded  well. 

[Exit  Friar, 

Enter  Varrius. 

Duke.  I  thank  thee,  Varrius  j  thou  hast  made  good 
haste : 
Come,  we  will  walk  :  There's  other  of  our  friends 
Will  greet  us  here  anon,  my  gentle  Varrius.   [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Street  near  the  City  Gate. 
Enter  Isabella  and  Mariaxa. 

laah.  To  speak  so  indirectly,  I  am  loth  ; 
I  would  say  the  tiiitli ;  but  to  accuse  him  so. 
That  is  your  part :  yet  I'm  advis'd  to  do  it  3 
He  says,  to  veil  full  pm^pose. 

Mari.  Be  rul'd  by  him. 

Isab.  Besides,  he  tells  me,  tliat,  if  pcradventure 
He  speak  against  me  on  the  adverse  side. 
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I  should  not  think  it  strange  3  for  'tis  a  physick^ 
That's  bitter  to  sweet  end. 

3Iari.  I  would^  friar  Peter — 

Jsab.  O,  peace ;  tlie  friar  is  come. 

Enter  Friar  Vet ER^^. 

T.  Fcter.  Come,  I  have  found  you  out  a  stand  most 
fit, 
"VNTiere  you  may  have  such  vantage  on  the  duke. 
He   shall   not  pass  ydu:   Twice  have  tlie  trumpets 

sounded  j 
The  generous  and  gravest  citizens 
Have  hent  the  gates,  and  very  near  upon 
The  duke  is  ent'ring^  therefore  hence^  away. 

[^Ecccunt. 
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ACT  V.     SCENE  I. 

A  publick  Place  near  the  City  Gate. 

Mariana  CieiVd)   Isabeli  a,  and  Peter,  at  a  di' 
stance.     Enter  at  opposite  doors,  Duke,  Varrius, 
Lords;  Avgelo,  Escalus,  Lucio,  Provost,  Of- 
Jicers,  and  Citizens. 

Dahc.  My  very  worthy  cousin,  fairly  met : — 
Our  old  apcl  faitliful  friend,  we  are  glad  to  see  you. 

Ang.  and  Escal.    Happy  return  be  to  your  royal 
grace  ! 

Difke.  Many  and  hearty  thankings  to  you  botli. 
We  have  made  inquiry  of  you  ;  and  we  hear 
Such  goodness  of  your  justice,  that  our  soul 
Cannot  but  yield  you  forth  to  publick  thanks^ 
Fore-running  more  requital. 

Atig.  You  make  my  bonds  still  greater. 

Duke.  O,  your  desert  speaks  loud)  and  I  should 
wrong  it. 
To  lock  it  in  the  wards  of  covert  bosom, 
When  it  deserves  with  characters  of  brass 
A  forted  residence,  'gainst  the  tooth  of  time. 
And  razure  of  oblivion  :   Give  me  your  hand. 
And  let  the  subject  see,  to  make  them  know 
That  outward  courtesies  would  fain  proclaim 
Favours  that  keep  within. — Come,  Escalus  j  - 
You  must  walk  by  us  on  our  other  hand ; — 
And  good  supporters  are  you. 
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Peter  and  Is  a  be-ll  a  comefuricarJ. 

F.  Peter.  Now  is  your  time ;  speak  loud,  and  kneel 

before  him. 
Isab.  Justice,  O  royal  Duke  !  Vail  your  regard 
Upon  a  wrong'd,  I'd  fain  have  said,  a  maid  ! 
O  worthy  prince,  dishonour  not  your  eye 
By  throwing  it  on  any  other  object. 
Till  you  have  heard  me  in  my  true  complaint. 
And  given  me  justice,  justice,  justice,  justice  ! 

Dulce.  Relate  your  wrongs  :  In  what  ?  By  whom  ? 
Be  brief: 
Here  is  lord  Angelo  shall  give  you  justice ; 
Reveal  yourself  to  him. 

Isab.  O,  wortliy  duke. 

You  bid  me  seek  redemption  of  tlie  devil : 
Hear  me  yourself  j  for  tliat  which  I  must  speak 
Must  either  punish  me,  not  being  believ'd. 
Or  wring  redress  from  you :  hear  me,  O,  hear  me,  here. 

y^iig.  My  lord,  her  wits,  I  fear  me,  are  not  firm  : 
Slie  hath  been  a  suitor  to  me  for  her  brother. 
Cut  off  by  course  of  justice. 

Imb.  '  By  course  of  justice ! 

-Ang.  And  she  will  speak  most  bitterly,  and  strange. 
Isab.  Most  strange,  but  yet  most  truly,  will  I  speak : 
That  Angelo's  forsworn  -,  is  it  not  strange  ? 
That  Angelo's  a  murderer  j  is't  not  sti'ange  ? 
That  Angelo  is  an  adulterous  thief. 
An  hypocrite,  a  virgin-violator  3 
Is  it  not  strange,  and  strange  ? 

VOL.  II.  B  B 
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Duke.  Nay,  it  is  ten  times  strange. 

Isab.  It  is  not  truer  he  is  Angelo, 
Than  this  is  all  as 'true  as  it  is  strange : 
Nay,  it  is  ten  times  true  ;  for  truth  is  truth 
To  tlie  end  of  reckoning. 

Duke.  Away  with  her  : — Poor  soul. 

She  speaks  this  in  the  infirmity  of  sense. 

Isab.  O  prince,  I  conjure  tliee,  as  thou  believ'st 
There  is  another  comfort  than  this  world. 
That  thou  neglect  me  not,  with  that  opinion 
That  I  am  touch'd  with  madness :  make  not  impos- 
sible 
That  which  but  seems  unlike  :  'tis  not  impossible, 
Eut  one,  the  wicked'st  caitiff  on  the  ground. 
May  seem  as  shy,  as  grave,  as  just,  as  absolute. 
As  Angelo  j  even  so  may  Angelo, 
In  all  his  dressings,  characts  ®-,  titles,  forms. 
Be  an  arch-villain  :   believe  it,  royal  prince. 
If  he  be  less,  he's  notliing ;  but  he's  more. 
Had  I  more  name  for  badness. 

Duke.  By  mine  honesty. 

If  she  be  mad,  (as  I  believe  no  other,) 
Her  madness  hath  the  oddest  frame  of  sense^ 
Such  a  dependency  of  tiling  on  tiling. 
As  e'er  I  heard  in  madness. 

Isab.  O,  gracious  duke. 

Harp  not  on  that ;  nor  do  not  banish  reason 
For  inequality  :  but  let  your  reason  serve 
To  make  the  truth  appear,  where  it  seems  hid  ; 
And  hide  tlie  false,  seems  true. 
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Duke.  Many  that  are  not  mad, 

HavCj  sure^  more  lack  of  reason. — What  would  }'ou 
say  ? 

Isab.  I  am  the  sister  of  one  Claudio, 
Condemn'd  upon  the  act  of  fornication 
To  lose  his  head  ;  condemn'd  by  Angelo  : 
I,  in  probation  of  a  sisterhood. 
Was  sent  to  by  ray  brother  :  One  Lucio 
As  then  the  messenger  j — 

Lucio,  That's  I,  an't  like  your  grace  : 

I  came  to  her  from  Claudio,  and  desir'd  her 
To  tiy  her  gracious  fortune  witli  lord  Angelo, 
For  her  poor  brother's  pardon. 

Isab.  That's  he,  indeed. 

Dvke.  You  were  not  bid  to  speak.  ,  : 

Lucio.  No,  my  good  lord ; 

Nov  wish'd  to  hold  my  peace. 

Du/cc.  I  wish  you  now  tlien ; 

Pray  you,  take  note  of  it :   and  when  you  have 
A  business  for  yourself,  pray  heaven,  you  then  ■ 

Be  perfect. 

Lucio.         I  warrant  your  honour. 

Dvke.  The  warrant's  for  yourself  j  take  heed  to  it. 

Lsab,  This  gentleman  told  somewhat  of  my  tale. 

Lucio,  Right. 

Duke.  It  may  be  right;  but  you  are  in  the  wrong 
To  speak  before  your  time. — Proceed. 

Lsab.  I  went 

To  this  pernicious  caitiff  deputy. 

Duke.  That's  somewhat  madly  spoken. 
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Isah.  Pardon  it 

The  phrase  is  to  the  matter. 

Duke.  Mended  again  :  the  matter ; — Proceed. 

Isab.  In  brief, — to  set  the  needless  process  by, 
How  I  persuaded,  how  I  pray'd,  and  kneel'd. 
How  he  refell'd^^  me,  and  how  I  reply'd ; 
(For  this  was  of  much  length,)  the  vile  conclusion 
I  now  begin  with  grief  and  shame  to  utter  : 
He  would  not,  but  by  gift  of  my  chaste  body 
To  his  concupiscible  intemperate  lust. 
Release  my  brother ;  and,  after  much  debatement. 
My  sisterly  remorse  confutes  mine  honour. 
And  I  did  yield  to  him  :  But  the  next  mom  betimes. 
His  purpose  surfeiting,  he  sends  a  warrant 
For  my  poor  brother's  head. 

Dnke.  This  is  most  likely  ! 

Isab.  O,  that  it  were  as  like,  as  it  is  true  ! 

Duke.  By  heaven,  fond  wretch,  thou  know'st  not 
what  thou  speak'st^ 
Or  else  tliou  art  suborn'd  against  his  honour. 
In  hateful  practice  :   First,  his  integrity 
Stands  without  blemish  : — next,  it  imports  no  reason. 
That  with  such  vehemency  he  should  pursue 
Faults  proper  to  himself :  if  he  had  so  offended, 
He  would  have  weigh'd  thy  brother  by  himself, 
And  not  have  cut  him  off:  Some  one  hath  set  you  on  j 
Confess  the  truth,  and  say  by  whose  advice 
Thou  cam' St  here  to  complain. 

Isab.  And  is  this  all  ? 

Then,  oh,  you  blessed  ministers  above. 
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Keep  me  in  patience  j  and,  witli  ripen'd  time. 

Unfold  the  evil  which  is  here  wrapt  up 

In  countenance^*  ! — Heaven  shield  your  grace  from 

woe. 
As  I,  thus  wrong'd,  hence  unbelieved  go  ! 

Duke.  I  know,  you'd  fain  be  gone  ! — An  officer  !  . 
To  prison  with  her  :  — Shall  we  thus  permit 
A  blasting  and  a  scandalous  breath  to  fall 
On  him  so  near  us  ?  This  needs  must  be  a  practice.. 
— Who  knew  of  your  intent,  and  coming  hitlier  ? 

Isab.  One  that  I  would  were  here,  friar  Lodowick. 

Duke.  A  ghostly  fadier,  belike  : — Who  knows  that 
Lodowick  ? 

Lucio.  My  lord,  I  know  him  ;  'tis  a  medling  friar; 
I  do  not  like  the  man  :  had  he  been  lay,  my  lord. 
For  certain  words  he  spake  against  your  grace 
In  your  retirement,  I  had  swing'd  him  soundly. 

Duke.  Words  against  me  ?  This'  a  good  friar,  be- 
like ! 
And  to  set  on  this  wretched  woman  here 
Aj^ainst  our  substitute  '.—Let  this  friar  be  found, 

Lvcio.  But  yesternight,  my  lord,  she  and  that  friar 
I  saw  them  at  the  prison  :  a  saucy  friar, 
A  ver}'^  scurvy  fellow. 

F.  Peter.  Blessed  be  your  royal  grace  ! 

I  have  stood  by,  my  lord,  and  I  have  heard 
Your  royal  ear  abus'd  :  First,  hath  diis  woman 
Most  wrongfully  accus'd  your  substitute  j 
Who  is  as  free  from  touch  or  soil  widi  her. 
As  she  from  one  ungot. 
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Dulie.  We  did  believe  no  less. 

Know  you  tliat  friar  Lodowick,  that  she  speaks  of? 

F.  Peter,  I  know  him  for  a  man  divine  and  holy  ; 
Not  scLin-y,  nor  a  temporary  medler. 
As  he's  reported  by  this  gentleman  j 
And,  on  my  trust,  a  man  that  never  yet 
Did,  as  he  vouches,  misreport  your  grace. 

Lucio.  My  lord,  most  villainously  ;  believe  it, 

F.  Peter,  Well,  he  in  time  may  come  to  clear  him- 
self j 
But  at  this  instant  he  is  sick,  my  lord. 
Of  a  strange  fever  :  Upon  his  mere  request, 
(Being  come  to  knowledge  that  there  was  complaint 
Intended  'gainst  lord  Angelo,)  came  I  hither. 
To  speak,  as  from  his  mouth,  what  he  doth  know 
Js  true,  and  false ;  and  what  he  with  his  oath. 
And  all  probation,  will  make  up  full  clear. 
Whensoever    he's   convented.      First,    for  this  wo- 
man ; 
(To  justify  tliis  worthy  nobleman. 
So  vulgarly  and  personally  accus'd,) 
Her  shall  you  hear  disproved  to  her  eyes. 
Till  she  herself  confess  it. 

Duke.  Good  friar,  let's  hear  it. 

[Isabella  is  carried  off',  guarded  ;  and 
Mariana  comes  forxvard. 
Do  you  not  smile  at  this,  lord  Angelo  ? — 
O  heaven  !  tlie  vanity  of  wretched  fools  ! — 
Give  us  some  seats. — Come,  cousin  Angelo  j 
In  this  I'll  be  impartial ;  be  you  judge 
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Gf  your  own  cause. — Is  this  the  witness,  friar  ?'  : 

First,  let  her  show  her  face ;  and,  after,  speak.  > 

Marl,  Pardon,  my  lordj  I  will  not  show  my  flice. 
Until  my  husband  bid  me. 

Duke.  What,  are  you  married  ^ 

Mari.  No,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Are  you  a  maid? 

^lari.  No,  my  lord. 

Duke.  A  widow  then  ? 

Mari,  Neither,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Why,  you 

Are  nothing  then  :— Neither  maid,  widow,  nor-  wife  ? 

Lucio.  My  lord,  she  may  be  a  punk  ;  for  m^ny  of 
them  are  neitlier  maid,  widow,  nor  wife. 

Duke.  Silence  tliat  fellow :    I  would,  he  had  some 
cause 
To  prattle  for  himself. 

Lucio.  Well,  my  lord. 

Mari.  My  lord,  I  do  confess  I  ne'er  was  married  j 
And,  I  confess,  besides,  I  am  no  maid : 
I  have  known  my  husband  3  yet  my  husband  knows 

not. 
That  ever  he  knew  me. 

Lucio.  He  was  drunk  then,  my  lord ;  it  can  be  no 
better.  " 

Duke.  For  the  benefit  of  silence,  'would  tliou  wert 
so  too. 

Lucio.  Well,  my  lord. 

Duke,  This  is  no  witness  for  lord  Angelo,  ' 

Mari.  Now  I  come  to't,  my  lord  : 
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She,  that  accuses  him  of  fornication. 
In  self- same  manner  doth  accuse  my  husband  j 
And  charges  him,  my  lord,  with  such  a  time. 
When  I'll  depose  I  had  him  in  mine  arms. 
With  all  the  effect  of  love. 

AuS'  Charges  she  more  than  me  ? 

Mari.  Not  that  I  know. 

Duke.  No  ?  you  say,  your  husband. 

Mari.  Why,  just,  my  lord,  and  that  is  Angelo, 
Who  thinks,  he  knows,  that  he  ne'er  knew  my  body. 
But  knows,  he  thinks,  that  he  knows  Isabel's, 

Ang.  This  is  a  strange  abuse  :— Let's  see  thy  face. 

Man.  My  husband  bids  me ;  now  I  will  unmask. 

[UiiveUingi 

This  is  that  face,  thou  cruel  Angelo, 

Which,  once  thou  swor'st,  was  wortli  the  looking  on: 

This  is  the  hand,  which,  with  a  vow'd  contract. 

Was  fast  belock'd  in  thine  :  tliis  is  the  body 

That  took  away  the  match  from  Isabel, 

And  did  supply  thee  at  tliy  garden-house. 

In  her  imagin'd  person. 

Duke.  Know  you  this  woman  ? 

Lucio.  Carnally,  she  says. 

Duke.  Sirrah,  no  more. 

Lucio.  Enough,  my  lord. 

Ang.  My  lord,  I  must  confess,  I  know  this  \^^oman ; 
And,  five  years  since,  tliere  was  some  speech  of  mar- 


riage 


Betwixt  myself  and  her :  which  was  broke  off. 
Partly,  for  that  her  promised  proportion* 
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Came  short  of  composition  ^^ ;  but,  in  chief, 

For  that  her  reputation  was  disvalued 

In  levity  :   since  which  time,  of  live  years, 

I  never  spake  with  her,  saw  her^  nor  heard  from  her, 

Upon  my  faitli  and  honour. 

3Iari.       •  Noble  prince. 

As  tliere  comes  light  from  heaven,  and  words  from 

breatli. 
As  there  is  sense  in  truth,  and  tmth  in  virtue, 
I  am  affianc'd  this  man's  wife,  as  sti'ongly 
As  words  could  make  up  vows  :  and,  my  good  lord. 
But  Tuesday  night  last  gone,  in  his  garden-house. 
He  knew  me  as  a  wife  :  As  tliis  is  true. 
Let  me  in  safety  raise  me  from  my  knees  -, 
Or  else  for  ever  be  conlixed  here, 
A  marble  monument ! 

Ang.  I  did  but  smile  till  now  ; 

Now,  good  my  lord,  give  me  the  scope  of  justice  j 
My  patience  here  is  touch'd  :  I  do  perceive. 
These  poor  informal  ^^  women  are  no  more 
But  instruments  of  some  more  mightier  member. 
That  sets  them  on  :   Let  me  have  way,  my  lord. 
To  find  tliis  practice  out. 

Duke.  Ay,  with  my  heart  j 

And  punish  them  unto  your  height  of  pleasure. — 
Thou  foolish  friar ;  and  thou  pernicious  woman. 
Compact  with  her  that's  gone  !  diink'st  thou,  thy  oaths. 
Though  they  would  swear  down  each  particular  saint. 
Were  testimonies  against  his  worth  and  credit. 
That's  seal'd  in  approbation  ?— You,  lord  Escalus, 
Sit  witli  my  cousin  3  lend  him  youi"  kind  pains 
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To  find  out  this  abuse,  whence  'tis  deriv'd. — 
There  is  another  friar  that  set  them  on  5 
Let  him  be  sent  for,. 

F.  Feter.  Would  he  were  here^  my  lord  j  for  he> 
indeed, 
Hatli  set  the  women  on  to  tliis  complaint  : 
Your  provost  knows  the  place  where  he  abides. 
And  he  may  fetch  him. 

Duke,  Go,  do  it  instantly. —  [Exit  Provost, 

And  you,  my  noble  and  well-warranted  cousin. 
Whom  it  concerns  to  hear  this  matter  forth. 
Do  with  your  injuries  as  seems  you  best. 
In  any  chastisement :   1  for  a  while- 
Will  leave  you ;  but  stir  not  you,  till  you  have  well 
Determined  upon  these  slanderers. 

Escal.  My  lord,  we'll  do  it  tlioroughly. — {Exit 
Dvke.]  Signior  Lucio,  did  not  you  say,  you  knew 
that;  fi  iar  Lodowick  to  be  a  dishonest  person  ? 

Lucio.  Cuculhi6  non  facit  inonachmii :  honest  in  no- 
thing, but  in  his  clotlies ;  and  one  that  hath  spoke 
most  villainous  speeches  of  the  duke. 

Escal.  We  shall  entreat  you  to  abide  here  till  he 
come,  and  enforce  them  against  him :  we  shall  find 
this  friar  a  notable  fellow. 

Lucio.  As  any  in  Vienna,  on  my  word. 

Escal.  Call  tliat  same  Isabel  here  once  again  5  [To 
(in  Attendant.']  I  would  speak  witli  her :  Pray  you, 
pay  lord,  give  me  leave  to  question  j  you  shall  see  how 
I'll  handle' her, 

Liicio.  Not  better  than  he,  by  her  own  report* 

Fiscal,  Say  you  ? 
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Lvcio,  Marry,  slr^  I  think,  if  you  handled  her  pri- 
vately, she  would  sooner  confess^  perchance,  pub- 
lickly  she'll  be  ashamed. 

He-efiter  Ojficers,  with  Isabella  5  the  Dvkej  in  the 
Friar^s  habit,  and  Provost. 

EscaL  I  will  go  darkly  to  work  witli  her. 

Lucio.  That's  the  way  3  for  women  are  light  at  raid- 
night. 

EscaL  Come  on,  mistress  j  [To  Isabella.]  here's  a 
gentlewoman  denies  all  that  you  have  said. 

Lucio.  My  lord,  here  comes  the  rascal  I  spoke  of; 
here  with  tlie  provost. 

EscaL  In  veiy  good  time : — speak  not  you  to  him, 
till  we  call  upon  you. 

Luciu.  Mum, 

EscaL  Come,  sir :  Did  you  set  these  women  on  to 
slander  lord  Angelo  r  they  have  confess'd  you  did. 

Duke.  'Tis  false, 

EscaL  How  !  know  you  where  you  are  ? 

Duke.    Respect  to  your  great  place !   and  let  the 
devil 
Be  sometime  honour'd  for  his  burning  throne  :  — 
Where  is  the  duke  ?  'tis  he  should  hear  me  speak. 

EscaL  The  duke's  in  us  ^    and  we  will  hear  you 
speak : 
Look,  you  speak  justly, 

Duke.  Boldly,  at  least : — But,  O,  poor  souls^ 

Come  you  to  seek  tlie  lamb  here  of  tlie  fox  * 
Good  night  to  your  redress.     Is  the  duke  gone  ? 
Then  is  your  cause  gone  too.     The  duke's  unjust^ 
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Tims  to  retort  your  manifest  appeal. 
And  put  your  trial  in  the  villain's  niouth. 
Which  here  you  come  to  accuse. 

Lucio.  This  is  the  rascal  j  this  is  he  I  spoke  of. 

Escal.  Why,  thou  unreverend  and  unhallow'd  friar ! 
Is't  not  enough,  thou  hast  suborn'd  tliese  women 
To  accuse  tliis  worthy  man  -,  but,  in  foul  mouth. 
And  in  the  witness  of  his  proper  ear. 
To  call  him  villain  ? 

And  then  to  glance  from  him  to  the  duke  himself  j 
To  tax  him  with  injustice  ? — Take  him  hence ; 
To  the  rack  with  him : — We'll  touze  you  joint  by 

joint. 
But  we  will  know  this  purpose  : — What !  unjust  ? 

Duke.  Be  not  so  hot  j  the  duke 
Dare  no  m.ore  stretch  this  finger  of  mine,  than  he 
Dare  rack  his  own ;  his  subject  am  I  not. 
Nor  here  provincial :  My  business  in  tliis  state 
Made  me  a  looker-on  here  in  Vienna, 
Where  I  have  seen  corruption  boil  and  bubble. 
Till  it  o'er-run  the  stew  :  laws,  for  all  faults  j 
But  faults  so  countenanc'd,  that  the  strong  statutes 
Stand  like  the  forfeits  ^^  in  a  barber's  shop. 
As  much  in  mock  as  mark, 

Escal.    Slander  to  tlie  state!    Away  with  him  to 
prison. 

^ffg.    What  can  you  vouch   against  him,  signior 
Lucio  ? 
Is  this  tlie  man,  that  you  did  tell  us  of? 

Imcio.   'Tis  he,  my  lord.     Come  hither,  goodman 
bakWpate  :  Do  you  know  me  ? 
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Duke.  I  remember  you,  sir,  by  the  sound  of  your 
voice  :  I  met  you  at  the  prison,  in  the  absence  of  the 
duke. 

Lucio.  O,  did  you  so  ?  And  do  you  remember  what 
you  said  of  the  duke  ? 

Duke.  Most  notedly,  sir. 

Lucio.  Do  you  so,  sir  ?  And  was  the  duke  a  flesh- 
monger,  a  fool,  and  a  coward,  as  you  tlien  reported 
him  to  be  ? 

Duke.  You  must,  sir,  change  persons  widi  me,  ere 
you  make  that  my  report :  you,  indeed,  spoke  so  of 
him ;  and  much  more,  much  Morse. 

Lucio.  O  thou  damnable  fellow  I  Did  not  I  pluck 
thee  by  the  nose,  for  thy  speeches  ? 

Duke.  I  protest,  I  love  the  duke,  as  I  love  myself. 

Aug.  Hark!  how  the  villain  would  close  now,  after 
his  treasonable  abuses. 

Escul.  Such  a  fellow  is  not  to  be  talk'd  withal :  — 
Away  witli  him  to  prison  : — Where  is  the  provost  ? — 
Away  witli  him  to  prison j  lay  bolts  enough  upon  him: 
let  him  speak  no  more: — Away  witli  those  giglols 
too,  and  with  the  other  confederate  companion. 

\_The  Proxost  lays  hands  on  the  Duke. 

Duke.  Stay,  sir  j  stay  a  while, 

Aiig.  What !  resists  he  ?  Help  him,  Lucio. 

Luiiio.  Come,  sir  j  come,  sir  j  come,  sir  j  fob,  sir  : 
Why,  you  bald-pated,  l)'ing  rascal  I  you  must  be 
hooded,  must  you  ?  Show  your  knave's  visage,  witli  a 
pox  to  you !  show  your  sheep-biting  face,  and  be 
hang'd  an  hour  !     Will't  not  off  ? 

IP  alls  (^'  the  friar'' s  hood,  and  discovers  the  Duke, 
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Dukc\  Thou  art  the  first  knave,  tliat  e'er  made  a 

duke. 

First,  Provost,  let  me  bail  tliese  gentle  tliree  : 


Sneak  not  away,  sir  5   [to  Lucio.']  for  the  friar  and 

you 
Must  have  a  word  anon  : — lay  hold  on  him. 

Lucio.  This  may  prove  worse  tlian  hanging. 

Duke.  What  you   have  spoke,  I  pardon  j   sit  you 

down. [To  Escalus^ 

We'll  borrow  place  of  him  : — Sir,  by  your  leave  : 

[To  Angdo, 
Hast  thou  or  word,  or  w^it,  or  impudence. 
That  yet  can  do  thee  office  ?  If  tliou  hast. 
Rely  upon  it  till  my  -tale  be  heard. 
And  hold  no  longer  out. 

Ang.  O  my  dread  lord, 

I  should  be  guiltier  than  my  gxiiltiness. 
To  think  1  can  be  undiscernable. 
When  I  perceive,  your  grace,  like  power  divine. 
Hath  look'd  upon  my  passes  :  Then,  good  prince. 
No  longer  session  hold  upon  nay  shame. 
But  let  my  trial  be  mine  own  confession  5 
Immediate  sentence  then,  and  sequent  deatli. 
Is  all  the  grace  I  beg. 

Duke.  Come  hither,  Mariana:  — 

Say,  wast  thou  e'er  contracted  to  tiiis  woman  ? 

Arig.  I  was,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Go  take  her  hence,  and  marry  her  instantly. — 
Do  you  the  office,  friary  which  consummate, 
Retui'n  him  here  again  : — Go  witli  hi  in.  Provost. 

[  Exeunt  Aiigeloj  Mariana,  Peter,  and  Provost, 
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EscnI.  My  lord,  I  am  more  amaz'd  at  his  dishonour. 
Than  at  the  strangeness  of  it. 

Duke.  Come  hither,  Isabel :  ' 

Your  friar  is  now  your  prince  :  As  I  was  then 
,  Advertising,  and  holy  to  your  business. 
Not  changing  heart  with  habit,  I  am  still 
Attorney'd  at  your  service. 

Isah.  O,  give  me  pardon. 

That  I^  your  vassal,  have  employ 'd  and  pain'd 
Your  unknown  sovereignty. 

Duke,  You  are  pardon'd^  Isabel ; 

And  now,  dear  maid,  be  you  as  free  to  us. 
Your  brother's  death,  I  know,  sits  at  your  heart  j 
And  you  may  marvel,  why  I  obscur'd  myself, 
Labouring  to  save  his  life ;  and  would  not  rather 
Make  rash  remonstrance  of  my  hidden  power. 
Than  let  him  so  be  lost :   O,  most  kind  maid. 
It  was  the  swift  celerity  of  his  death. 
Which  I  did  think  with  slower  foot  came  on. 
That  brain  d  ^"^   m      purpose :    But,   peace  be  with 

him  ! 
That  life  is  better  life,  past  fearing  death. 
Than  that  which  lives  to  fear :  make  it  your  comfort. 
So  happy  is  your  brotlier. 

Re-enter  Angelo,  Marian  a,  Peter,  and  Prorosf. 

Isab.  I  do,  my  lord. 

Duke.  For  tliis  new-married  man,  approaching  here. 
Whose  salt  imagination  yet  hath  wrong'd 
Your  well-defended  honour,  you  must  pardon 
For  Mariana's  sake::  but  as  he  adjudg'd  your  brother. 
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(Being  criminal,  in  double  violation 
Of  sacred  chastity,  and  of  promise-breach. 
Thereon  dependant,  for  your  brotlier's  life,) 
The  very  mercy  of  the  law  cries  out 
Most  audible,  even  from  his  proper  tongue, 
J[?i  Angela  for  Claudio,  death  for  death. 
Haste  still  pays  haste,  and  leisure  answers  leisure  -, 
Like  dotli  quit  like,  and  Measure  still  /or  Measure. 
Then,  Angelo,  thy  fault's  thus  manifested ; 
Which  tliough  thou  would'st  deny,  denies  thee  van- 
tage : 
"VVe  do  condemn  thee  to  the  very  block 
Where  Claudio  stoop'd  to  death,  and  with  like  haste  ; — 
Away  M'ith  him. 

Mari.  O,  my  most  gracious  lord, 

I  hope  you  will  not  mock  me  with  a  husband  ! 

Duke.  It  is  your  husband  mock'd  you  with  a  hus^ 
band : 
Consenting  to  the  safeguard  of  your  honour, 
I  thought  your  marriage  lit ;  else  imputation. 
For  that  lie  knew  you,  might  reproach  your  life. 
And  choke  your  good  to  come  :   for  his  possessions, 
Al  tliough  by  confiscation  tliey  are  ours. 
We  do  instate  and  widow  you  witlial. 
To  buy  you  a  better  husband. 

Mart.  O,  my  dear  lord, 

I  crave  no  other,  nor  no  better  man. 

Duke.  Never  crave  him  3  we  are  definitive. 

Mari.  Gentle,  my  liege, —  lK/i€eIing. 

Duke.  You  do  but  lose  your  labour  j 

Away  with  him  to  death. — Now,  sir,  [to  Liwio.]  to  you. 
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Man.  O,  my  good  lord !  —  Sweet  Isabel^  take  my 
part  J 
Lend  me  your  knees,  and  all  my  life  to  come 
I'll  lend  you,  all  my  life  to  do  you  service. 

Duke.  Against  all  sense  you  do  importune  her : 
Should  she  kneel  down,  in  mercy  of  this  fact. 
Her  brother's  ghost  his  paved  bed  would  break. 
And  take  her  hence  in  horror. 

Mari.  Isabel, 

Sweet  Isabel,  do  yet  but  kneel  by  me  -, 
Hold  up  your  hands,  say  nothing,  I'll  speak  all. 
They  say,  best  men  are  moulded  out  of  faults  j 
And,  for  the  most,  become  much  more  the  better 
For  being  a  little  bad  :  so  may  my  husband. 
O,  Isabel !  will  you  not  lend  a  knee  ? 

Duke,  He  dies  for  Claudio's  death. 

Isab.  Most  bounteous  sir, 

[Kuecliffg. 
Look,  if  it  please  you,  on  this  man  conderan'd. 
As  if  my  brother  liv'd  :   I  partly  think, 
A  due  sincerity  govern'd  his  deeds. 
Till  he  did  look  on  me  ^^  j  since  it  is  so. 
Let  him  not  die  :  My  brodier  had  but  justice. 
In  tliat  he  did  the  tiling  for  which  he  died  : 
For  Angelo, 

His  act  did  not  o'ertake  his  bad  intent  j 
And  must  be  buried  but  as  an  intent 
That  perish'd  by  the  way  :  tlioughts  are  no  subjects  j 
Intents  but  merely  thoughts. 

Mari.  Merely,  my  lord. 

VOL.  II,  c  c 
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Duke.  Your  suit's  unprofitable  ;■  stand  up,  I  say. — ■ 
I  have  bethovight  me  of  another  fault :  — 
Provost,  how  came  it,  Claudlo  was  beheaded 
At  an  unusual  hour  ? 

Prov,  It  was  commanded  so. 

Dvke.  Had  you  a  special  warrant  for  the  deed  ? 

Prov.  No,  my  good  lord ;  it  was  by  private  mes- 


sage. 


Duke.  For  which  I  do  discharge  you  of  your  office : 
Give  up  your  keys. 

Prov.  Pardon  me,  noble  lord  : 

I  thought  it  was  a  fault,  but  knew  it  not  ^ 
Yet  did  repent  me,  after  more  advice  : 
For  testimony  whereof,  one  in  the  prison. 
That  should  by  private  order  else  have  died, 
I  have  reserv'd  alive. 

Duke,  What's  he  ? 

Prov.  His  name  is  Bamardine. 

Duke.  I  would  thou  had'st  done  so  by  Claudio. — 
Go,  fetch  him  hither  ;  let  me  look  upon  him. 

[tlrif  Provost, 

Escal.  I  am  sorry,  one  so  learned  and  so  wise 
As  you,  lord  Angelo,  have  still  appear'd. 
Should  slip  so  grossly,  both  in  the  heat  of  blood. 
And  lack  of  temper' d  judgement  afterward. 

Aug.  I  am  sorry,  that  such  sorrow  I  procure  : 
And  so  deep  sticks  it  in  my  penitent  heart. 
That  I  crave  death  more  willingly  than  mercy  j 
'Tis  my  desen  ing,  and  I  do  enti'cat  it. 
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He-enfer  Provost,  Barnardinev,  Cl audio,  and 

Juliet. 

Duke.  Which  is  that  Barnardine  ? 

^>'ov.  This,  my  lord. 

Duke,  There  was  a  friar  told  me  of  this  man  :  — 
Sirrah,  thou  art  said  to  have  a  stubborn  soul. 
That  apprehends  no  further  tlian  this  world. 
And  squar'st  thy  life  according.    Thou'rt  condemn'd  5 
But,  for  those  earthly  faults,  I  quit  tliem  all ; 
And  pray  thee,  take  this  mercy  to  provide 

For  better  times  to  come  : Friar,  advise  him ; 

I  leave  him  to  your  hand. — What  muffled  fellow's 
that? 

Prov.  This  is  anotlier  prisoner,  that  I  sav'd. 
That  should  have  died  when  Claudio  lost  his  head  5 
As  like  almost  to  CJ audio,  as  himself. 

[Unmujfles  Claudio, 

Duke,  If  he  be  like  your  brother,  [To  Isabella.']  for 
his  sake 
Is  he  pardon'd ;  A.nd,  for  your  lovely  sake. 
Give  me  your  hand,  and  say  you  will  be  mme. 
He  is  my  biotlier  too :  But  fitter  time  for  tliat. 
By  this,  lord  Angelo  perceives  he's  safe '°  j 
Methinks,  I  see  a  quick'ning  in  his  eye:— • 
Well,  Angelo,  your  evil  quits  you  well : 
Look  that  you  love  your  wife  3   her  wortli,  worth 

yours. — 
I  find  an  apt  remission  in  myself: 
And  yet  here's  one  in  place  I  cannot  pardon  j — 
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You,  sirrahj  [To  Lucio.]  that  knew  me  for  a  fool^  a 

coward. 
One  all  of  luxury,  an  ass,  a  madman  j 
Wherein  have  I  so  deserved  of  you. 
That  you  extol  me  thus  ? 

LucLo.  'Faith,  my  lord,  I  spoke  it  but  according  to 
the  trick  :  If  you  will  hang  me  for  it,  you  may,  but  I 
had  rather  it  would  please  you,  I  might  be  whip'd. 

Duke.  Whip'd  first,  sir,  and  hang'd  after. — 
Proclaim  it,  provost,  round  about  the  city  j 
If  any  woman's  wrong'd  by  this  lewd  fellow, 
(As  I  have  heard  him  swear  himself,  there's  one 
Whom  he  begot  with  child,)  let  her  appear. 
And  he  shall  marry  her  :  the  nuptial  linish'd. 
Let  him  be  whip'd  and  hang'd, 

Laicio.  I  beseech  your  highness,  do  not  marry  me 
to  a  whore  !  Your  highness  said  even  now,  I  made 
you  a  duke  J  good  my  lord,  do  not  recompence  me,  in 
making  me  a  cuckold. 

Duke.  Upon  mine  honour,  thou  shalt  many  her. 
Thy  slanders  I  forgive ;  and  therewithal 
Remit  thy  other  forfeits  : — Take  him  to  prison  : 
And  see  our  pleasure  herein  executed. 

Lucio.  Marrying  a  punk,  my  lord,  is  pressing  to 
death,  whipping,  aiid  hanging. 

Duke.  Sland'ring  a  prince  deserves  it. — 
She,  Claudio,  that  you  wrong'd,  look  you  restore. — 
Joy  to  you,  Mariana  !—  love  her,  Angelo  ; 
I  have  confess'd  her,  and  I  know  her  virtue. — 
Thanks,  good  friend  Escalus,  for  thy  much  goodness : 
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There's  more  behind,  that  is  more  gratulate. — 
Thanks,  Provost,  for  thy  care,  and  secrecy  -, 
We  shall  employ  thee  in  a  worthier  place  : — 
Forgive  him,  Angelo,  that  brought  you  home 
The  head  of  Ragozine  for  Claudio's  j 
The  offence  pardons  itself. — Dear  Isabel, 
I  have  a  motion  much  imports  your  good  5 
Whereto  if  you'll  a  willing  ear  incline. 
What's  mine  is  yours,  and  what  is  yours  is  mine  : — 
So,  bring  us  to  our  palace  -,  where  we'll  show 
Wliat's  yet  behind,  that's  meet  you  all  should  know, 

[Exeunf,. 
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^  Since  I  am  put  to  know,']  I  rather  think  the 
reading  of  the  old  copy  is  right,  *"  /  ain  not  to  know,' 
i.  e.  I  do  not  want  knowledge  or  information  of  it.  In 
the  same  sense  we  use  at  present  ^  I  am  not  to  learn* 
'  /  am  not  to  he  told  J 

^  -Then  no  more  remains, 

But  that  your  sufficiency  as  your  worth  is  able. 
And  let  them  work."]  Sir  Thomas  Hanmer,  having  caught 
from  Mr.  Theobald  a  hint  that  a  line  was  lostj  en- 
deavours to  supply  it  thus : 

Then  no  more  remains, 

But  that  to  your  sujficiency  you  join: 
A  will  to  serv  e  us,  as  your  worth  is  able. 
He  has  by  this  bold  conjecture   undoubtedly  ob- 
tained a  meaning,  but  perhaps  not,  even  in  his  own 
opinion,  the  meaning  of  Shakspeare. 

That  the  passage  is  more  or  less  conaipt,  I  believe 
every  reader  will  agree  witli  the  editors.  I  am  not 
convinced  that  a  line  is  lost,  as  Mr.  Theobald  conjec- 
tures, nor  that  the  change  of  but  to  put,  which  Dr. 
Warburton  has  admitted  after  some  other  editor,. 
^\'i^  amend  the  fault.      There  was  probably  some 


376  ANNOTATIONS. 

original  obscurity  in  the  expression,  Vv'hich  gave  oc- 
casion to  mistake  in  repetition  or  transcription.  I 
therefore  suspect  that  the  author  wrote  thus  : 

Then  no  more  remains, 

But  that  to  your  sufficiencies  your  worth  is  abled. 

And  let  them  ii  ork. 
Then  ?wthing  remains  more  than  to  tell  you,  that  your 
>cirtue  is  now  inxested  with  power  equal  to  your  know- 
ledge and  wisdom.  Let  therefore  your  knowledge  and 
your  virtue  now  work  together.  It  may  easily  be  con- 
ceived how  sufficiencies  was,  by  an  inarticulate  speaker, 
or  inattentive  hearer,  confounded  with  sufficiency  as, 
and  how  ahlcd,  a  word  \eiry  unusual,  was  changed 
into  able.  For  abled,  however,  an  authority  is  not 
wanting.  Lear  uses  it  in  the  same  sense,  or  nearly 
the  same,  witli  the  Duke.  As  for  sufficiencies,  D.  Ha- 
milton, in  his  dying  speech,  prays  that  Charles  II. 
may  exceed  both  the  virtues  and  sufficiencies  of  his  father. 

JOHNSON. 

' 1  do  bend  my  speech 

To  one  that  can  my  part  in  hitn  advertise ;]  This  is  ob- 
scure. The  meaning  is,  I  direct  my  speech  to  one 
who  is  able  to  teach  me  how  to  govern ;  my  part  in 
him,  signifying  my  office,  which  I  have  delegated  to 
him.  My  part  in  him  advertise ;  i.  e.  who  knows  what 
appertains  to  the  character  of  deputy  or  viceroy.  Can 
advertise  my  pari  in  hi?n  ;  that  is,  his  representation  of 
my  person.  warburton. 

*  What "?  in  Vict  re  ?]  In  the  primers  there  are  mc^ 
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frical  graces,  such  as,  I  suppose,  were  used  in  Shak- 
speare's  time.  johnson. 

^  pird,  as  thou  art  piVd,  for  a  Trench  lekef.']  The 
jest  about  the  pile  of  a  French  velvet  alludes  to  the 
loss  of  hair  in  the  French  disease,  a  very  frequent 
topic  of  our  author's  jocularity.  Lucio  finding  that 
the  gentleman  understands  the  distemper  so  well,  and 
mentions  it  so  feelingly,  promises  to  remember  to 
drink  his  health,  but  to  forget  to  drink  after  him.  It 
was  the  opinion  of  Shakspeare's  time,  tliat  the  cup  of 
an  infected  person  was  contagious.  johnso>7. 

^  — the  fault  and  glimpse  of  newness  ;'\  Fault  and 
glimpse  have  so  little  relation  to  each  other,  that  both 
can  scarcely  be  right :  we  may  ve^djiash  for  fault ;  or^ 
perhaps  we  may  read. 

Whether  it  be  the  fault  or  glimpse 

That  is,  whether  it  be  the  seeming  enormity  of  the 
action,  or  the  glare  of  new  authority.  Yet  the  same 
sense  follows  in  the  next  lines.  johnson. 

■^  So  long,  that  ninet     n  zodiacJcs  have  gone  row/zf/,] 
The  Duke  in  the  scene  immediately  following  says. 
Which  for  these  fourteen  years  zue  have  let  sleep. 
The  author  could  not  so  disagree  with  himself.     'Tig 
necessary  to  make  tlie  two  accounts  correspond. 

THEOBALD. 

^  There  is  a  prone  and  speechless  dialect,']  Prone  may 
stand  here  for  humble j  as  a.  prone  posture  is  a  posture  of 
supplication.  steevexs. 

^  Which  for  these  fourteen  years  we  have  lei  sleep  ;] 
Fovjourtcen  I  have  made  no  scruple  to  replace  «/«?-» 
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teen,  I  have  altered  the  odd  phrase  of  kftihg  the  laxc- 
slip:  for  how  does  it  sort  with  the  comparison  tliat 
follows,  of  a  lion  in  his  cave  that  went  not  out  to  prey  ? 
But  letting  the  laws  sleeps  adds  a  particular  propriety 
to  the  thing  represented^  and  accords  exactly  too  with 
the  simile.  It  is  the  metaphor  too^  that  our  author 
seems  fond  of  using  upon  this  occasion,  in  several 
other  passages  of  this  play. 

The  law  hath  not  been  dead,  tho'  it  hath  slept; 

— — — ^Tis  now  awake. 
And  so,  again, 

. but  this  new  governor 

Awakes  me  all  th'  enrolled  penalties  ; 

and  for  a  name. 

Now  puts  the  drowsy  and  neglected  act 

Freshly  on  me.  t  f i  e  o  b  a  ld  . 

The  query  is,  whether  fourteen  should  be  altered  here 
to  nineteen,  or  whetlier  the  nineteen  in  Claudio's 
statement  is  not,  in  fact,  the  error. 

^^  Stands  at  a  guard  with  envy ;]  Stands  on  terms  of 
defiance.  johnsox. 

^'   'tis  my  fajuiliar  sin 

With  maids  to  seem,  the  lapwing,  and  to  Jest, 
Tongue  far  from  heat  t, — ]  The  lightness  of  a  spark's 
behaviour  to  his  mistress,  is  here  compared  to  the  lap- 
wing's hovering  and  fluttering  as  it  flies : .  besides 
which,  the  farther  she  is  from  her  nest,  where  her 
heart  is,  the  louder  she  is  in  her  cry,  to  deceive  tliose 
who  seek  her  young. 
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*^  Bore  many  gentlemen 
In  hand,  and  hope  of  action: 
To  bear  in  hand  is  a  common  phrase  for  to  Jceep  in  ex- 
•pectation  and  dependmice,  but  we  should  read, 

— witli  hope  of  action,  j  o  h  n  s o  n. 

13  — i/ie  mother]    i.  e.   the  abbess,  the  head  of  a 
convent. 

^*  to  fear  the  birds  of  preyl  To  fear  is  to  affright  j  to 
terrify  ;  so  in  The  Merchant  of  Venice , 
This  aspect  of  mine 
Hath  fear'd  the  valiant,  steevens* 

*^  Some  run  from  brakes  of  vice,  and  answer  none;] 
In  some  editions,  '^  some  run  through  brakes,  &c." 
Mr.  Steevens  very  gravely  quotes  Drayton  and  Daniel 
to  prove  that  a  brake  signified  formerly  a  bush,  or  a 
thicket  of  bushes.  Had  he  lived  in  the  west  of  Eng- 
land, he  would  have  knov/n  that,  at  tkis  day,  it  is  not 
only  the  common,  but  the  sole  appellation  of  certain 
thickets.  A  plat  of  ground  (be  its  size  what  it  may) 
covered  with  furze,  with  briars,  or  with  thorns,  bears 
there  the  name  of  brake,  and  no  other.  For  my  own 
part,  however,  I  must  confess,  I  agree  with  him,  that 
this  is  the  brake  used  here  figuratively  by  our  poet, 
and  not  brahe  for  a  rack  or  an  engine  of  confession.  If 
we  read  ^  some  run  from  instruments  of  torture  and 
answer  none,'  to  what  does  the  word  none  refer  ? 
neither  to  any  tiling  before,  nor  to  any  thing  tliat  fol- 
lows. But  if  we  understand  '  some  run  through  the 
midst  of  vices  as  they  would  dash  through  a  thicket, 
and  yetj  in  die  end^  escape  punishment,'  the  opposition 
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will  be  a  very  natural  one  to  the  words  of  the  next 
line,  that  some  are  '  condemned  for  a  fault  alone.* 
There  is  no  one  but  must  entertain  the  most  profound 
respect  for  Mr  Henley's  critical  judgment,  and  yet  I 
cannot  help  differing  from  that  gentleman's  opinion 
of  the  meaning  of  the  verb  to  answer  in  the  passage 
before  me.  He  thinks  it  must  signify  that  confession 
of  guilt  which  is  extorted  by  the  rack.  But  when  we 
say  '  a  man  shall  answer  for  his  crimes  with  his  life/ 
we  mean  that  death  is  the  punishment  due  to  them  5 
and  when  we  use  the  expression  of  '  our  sins  being  to 
be  answered  for  at  the  last  day,'  the  omniscience  of 
Heaven  excludes  all  thoughts  of  the  necessity  of  con- 
fession :  we  understand,  by  answering,  either  the  trial 
we  are  to  undergo,  or  the  punishment  which  is  to  be 
the  consequence  of  it. 

'^  a  tapster,  sir;  porcel-bawd ;]  This  we  should  now 
express  by  saying,  he  is  half-tapster^  half-bawd. 

JOHNSON". 

^"^  she  professes  a  hot-house  j]    A  hot-house  is  an 
English  name  for  a  bagnio. 

Where  lateli/  harbour' d  many  a  famous  whore j 
A  purging-bill  now  fix' d  upon  the  door^  ^ 

Tells  you  it  is  a  hot-house,  so  it  may, 
And  still  be  a  whore-house.     Ben  Jonson. 

JOIINSOX. 

''  Hannibal  /]  for  Cannibal. 

^^  three  pence  a  bai/ .]    Mr.  Theobald  found 

that  this  was  the  reading  of  the  old  books,  and  he  fol- 
lows it  out  of  pure  reverence  ior  antiquity  j  for  he 
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knows  nothing  of  the  meaning  of  it.  He  supposes 
bail  to  be  that  projection  called  a  bay-wmdow ;  as  if 
the  wav  of  rating  houses  was  by  the  number  of  their 
bay-windows.  But  it  is  quite  another  thing,  and  signi- 
fies the  squared  frame  of  a  timber  house  j  each  of 
which  divisions  or  squares  is  called  a  bay.  Hence  a 
building  of  so  many  bays.  warburton. 

^°  And  mercy  thtn  Kill  hreathe  wif/iin  your  lips, 
Like  man  new  ma'ie.']  This  is  a  fine  thought,  and 
finely  expressed.     The  meaning  is,  that  mercy  will  add 
such  a  grace  to  your  person,  that  you  will  appear  as 
amiable  as  a  man  comefrtsh  out  oj  the  hands  of  his  i  reator, 

WARBURTON. 

I  rather  diink  the  meaning  is,  You  would  then  change 
the  severity  of  your  present  character.  In  familiar 
speech.  You  would  be  quite  another  man.  joh\'sox. 

^' gnarled  oak,]  Gnarre  is  the  old  English  word 

for  a  knot  in  the  wood.  steevens. 

22  who,  with  our  spleens. 

Would  all  themselves  laugh  mortal. '\ 
Mr.  Theobald  says  the  meaning  of  this  is,  that  if  they 
Here  endowed  with  our  spleens  and  perishable  organs, 
they  would  laugh  ihewsekes  out  of  immortality :  Which 
amounts  to  this,  that  if  they  were  mortal,  \hey  would 
not  be  immortal.  Shakspeare  meant  no  such  nonsense. 
By  sp'ecns,  he  meant  tliat  peculiar  turn  of  the  human 
Riind,  that  always  inclines  it  to  a  spiteful,  unseason- 
able mirth.  Had  the  angels  that,  says  Shakspeare, 
they  would  laugh  themselves  out  of  their  immortality, 
by  indulging  a  passion  which  does  not  deserve  that 
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prerogative.  The  ancients  thought,  that  immoderate 
laughter  was  caused  by  the  bigness  of  the  spleen. 

WARBURTON. 

^^  She  speaks,  and  'tis 

Such  sense,  that  my  sense  breeds  with  if.']  Mr.  Malone. 
here  appears  to  me  to  give  die  true  meaning  of  Shak- 
speare.  Angelo  by  his  own  sense  means  his  hist, 
which  is  stirred  more  fiercely  by  the  wordi  of  Isabella. 
So  aftenvards, 

'  Can  it  be 

*  That  modesty  may  more  betray  our  sense, 
'  Than  woman's  lightness?' 
**  I  smil'd,  ana  wunderd  how.~]  As  a  day  must  now 
mtervTne  between  this  conference  of  Isabella  with 
Angelo,  and  the  next,  the  act  might  more  properly 
end  here  3  and  here,  in  my  opinion,  it  was  ended  by 
the  poet.  JOHNSON. 

°^  Let's  write  good  angel  on  the  devil's  horn, 
'J  is  fiot  the  deiiCs  crest. '\ 
i.  e.  Let  the  most  wicked  thing  have  but  a  virtuous 
pretence,  and  it  shall  pass  for  innocent.     This  was  his 
conclusion  from  his  preceding  words, 

OJonn  ! 

Huw  often  dost  thou  z,ith  thy  case,  thy  habit, 
Wrench  awe  J  rum  fools ,  and  tie  the  wiser  souls 

To  thy  false  seeming'? 

But  the  Oxford  editor  makes  him  conclude  just  coun- 
ter to  his  own  premises  3  by  altering  it  to, 

Js't  not  the  devil's  crest  f 
So  that,  according  to  this  alteration,  tlie  reasoningv 
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itands  thus.—  Fiilse  seeming  wrenrhes  awe  fi-om  fools, 
and  deceives  the  wise.  Therefore,  ■■  ^t  us  hut  mite 
rrood  angel  on  the  denrs  h'^n>^  (i,  e.  give  him  the  ap- 
pearance of  an  angel  ^)  and  what  then?  Ls't  not  the 
deal's  cred"?  (i.  e.  he  shall  be  esteemed  a  devil.) 

W  A  IIBURTON, 

I  am  still  inclined  to  the  opinion  of  the  Oxford 
editor.  Angelo,  reflecting  on  the  difference  between 
his  seeming  character,  and  his  real  disposition,  ob- 
serves, that  he  codd  cliavgi  his  gravify  for  a  'plume. 
He  tlien  digresses  into  an  apostrophe,  0  d'gviti,^  koxu 
dorj  thou  impose  upon  the  world  !  tlien  returning  to 
himself,  Bhod,  says  he,  thou  art  but  Moon,  however 
concealed  with  appearances  and  decoration >=;.  Title 
and  character  do  not  alter  nature,  which  is  still  corrupt, 
however  dignified. 

liCfs  wi  He  good  angel  on  the  detiVs  horn  ; 

Js't  not  ? — or  rather — "lis  vet  the  dcviVs  crest. 
It  may  how^ever  be  understood,  according  to  Dr.  War- 
burton's  explanation,  O  place,  how  dost  thou  impose 
upon  tlie  world  by  false  appearances !  so  much,  that 
if  we  write  good  ai^gel  on  the  deviCs  horny  'tis  not  taken 
any  longer  to  be  tkt  devWs  crest.     In  this  sense, 

B/ood.,  thou  art  hut  blood  ! 
is  an  interjected  exclamation.  joiinsox. 

^^  But  in  the  loss  of  question,) ]    The  loss  of 

question  I  do  not  well  understand,  and  should  rather 
read. 

But  in  the  toss  of  question. 
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In  the  ngitafion,  in  the  Uscussion  of  the  question.    To 
toss  an  argument  is  a  common  phrase,     johxson. 

Bui  by  (ois  of  question.  Tliis  expression  I  believe 
means,  but  in  idle  yupposition,  or  conversation  that  tends 
to  nothing,  which  may  therefore,  in  our  autlior's 
language,  be  call'd  the  loss  of  question .  Question,  in 
Shakspeare,  often  bears  this  meaning     steeveists. 

^^  If  not  a  feodary,  but  only  he,  4c,]  This  is  so  ob- 
scure, but  the  allusion  so  fine,  that  it  deserves  to  be 
explained.  A.  feodary  was  one  that  in  the  times  of 
vassalage  held  lands  of  the  chief  lord,  under  the  tenure 
of  paying  rent  and  service  :  which  tenures  were  called 
feuda  amongst  the  Godis.  Now,  says  Angelo,  "  we 
**  are  all  frail :  yes,  replies  Isabella  3  if  all  mankind 
*'  were  not  feodaries,  who  owe  what  they  are  to  this 
''  tenure  of  imheciUity,  and  who  succeed  each  other 
*'  by  tlie  same  tenure,  as  well  as  my  brother,  I  would 
"^  give  him  up."  The  comparing  mankind,  lying 
under  the  weight  of  original  sin,  to  2i  feodary,  who 
owes  suit  and  service,  to  his  lord,  is,  I  think,  not  ill 
imagined.  warburton. 

^'  In  profiting  by  them.']  In  imitating  them,  in 
taking  them  for  examples.  johxson. 

*'  Dr.  Johnson,"  says  a  writer  in  the  Edinburgh 
Magazine,  "  does  not  seem  to  have  understood  this 
passage,  Isabella  certainly  does  not  mean  to  say  that 
men  mar  tlieir  own  creation  by  taking  women  for 
examples.  Her  meaning  is,  that  inen  debase  their  na- 
ture by  taking  advantage  of  such  v;iak  pitiful  creatures. 
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«^  — See7iiing,  seeming  /— ]  Hypocrisy,  hypocrisy ! 
i:ounterfeit  virtue  !  johnsox. 

3°  — prompture — ]   Insfigation. 

»i  That  dost  this  habitation,']  Sir  T.  Hanmer  reads 
do  for  rfo5^,  and  uses  no  parenthesis  to  inclose  *  Sei-vile 
to  all  the  skiey  influences.'  This  reading  I  am  sony 
that  he  had  no  authority  for,  as  I  confess  it  pleases  me 
better  than  Mr,  Steevens's  text.  The  doctrine  of 
fatalit}'  is  common  enough  to  Shakspeare,  and  I  eitlier 
do  discover  or  fancy  that  I  do,  more  of  his  strength  of 
expression,  in  the  idea  of  the  influences  of  heaven  afflict- 
ing man,  than  in  '  man's  body,'  or  the  '  habitation* 
of  his  life,  being  afflicted  by  his  life  itself. 

32  Thou  hast  nor  youth,  nor  age; 

But,  as  it  were,  an  after-dinner  s  sleep. 

Dreaming  on  both ;] 
This  is  exquisitely  imagined.  When  we  are  young, 
we  busy  ourselves  in  forming  schemes  for  succeeding 
time,  and  miss  the  gratifications  tliat  are  before  us  ; 
when  we  are  old,  we  amuse  the  languor  of  age  with 
the  recollection  of  youthful  pleasures  or  performances ; 
so  that  our  life,  of  which  no  part  is  filled  with  the 
business  of  the  present  time,  resembles  our  dreams 
after  dinner,  when  tlie  events  6f  tlie  morning  are 
mingled  with  the  designs  of  the  evening. 

jon>fsox. 

s^  — leiger:]  Leiger  is  the  same  with  resident, 

JOHXSOX. 

'*  Hisjilth  being  cast,]  To  cast  a  pond  is  to  empt)- 
it  of  its  mud. 

VOL.    II.  D    D 
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S5  — guards  !]  This  word  means  here  lace,  of  the 
ornaments  of  dress.  ' 

3^  Ifituere  damnable,  ^c]  Shakspeare  shows  his 
knowledge  of  human  natm-e  in  the  conduct  of  Clau- 
dio.  When  Isabella  first  tells  him  of  Angelo's  pro- 
posal, he  answers,  with  honest  indignation,  agreeably 
to  his  settled  principles. 

Thou  shalt  not  dot. 
But  the  love  of  life  being  permitted  to  operate,  soon 
furnishes  him  with  sophistical  arguments  j  he  believes 
it  cannot  be  very  dangerous  to  the  soul,  since  Angelo, 
who  is  so  wise,  will  venture  it.  joiinsox. 

3^  —delighted  spirit — ]  i.  e.  the  spirit  accustomed 
here  to  ease  and  delights.  This  was  properly  urged 
as  an  aggravation  to  the  sharpness  of  tlie  torments 
spoken  of.  The  Oxford  editor,  not  apprehending -this, 
alters  it  to  dilated.  As  if,  because  the  spirit  in  the 
body  is  said  to  be  imprisoned,  it  was  crowded  together 
likewise ;  and  so  by  death  not  only  set  free,  but  ex- 
panded too ;  which,  if  true,  would  make  it  the  less 
sensible  of  pain .  w  a  ii  b  u  r  t  o  x . 

33  — ly  corrupt  deputij  scaled.]  To  scale  may  mean 
to  disorder,  to  disconcert,  to  put  to  flight.  An  army 
routed  is  called  by  Hollinshed  an  army  scaled.  The 
word  sometimes  signifies  to  d'rl}\ise  or  disperse  3-  at 
otliers,  as  I  suppose  in  the  present  instance,  to  put  into 
confusion.  steevi^xs. 

'39 broxcn  and  -white  bastard.]   Bastard  \vi\s  a  kind 

of  sweet  wine  then  much  in  vogue,  from  the  Ifcilian 
hastardo.  warburtox. 
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**  — si?icc;  of  txvo  usuries,  Stc.'\  Here  a  satire  on 
\isury  turns  abruptly  to  a  satire  on  the  person  of  the 
usurer,  without  any  kind  of  preparation.  We  may- 
be assured  then,  that  a  line  or  two,  at  least,  have  been 
lost  j  the  subject  of  which  w^e  may  easily  discover — a 
comparison  between  the  two  usurers  j  as,  before,  be- 
tween the  two  usuries.     So  that,  for  the  future,  the 

passage  should  be  read  with  asterisks  thus bi/  order 

oflaiv,  *  *  *  a  furr\l gown,  &:c.  warburton". 

Sir  Thomas  Hanmer  corrected  this  with  less  pomp: 
tlien  since  of  tivo  usurers  the  merriest  was  put  dozen, 
and  the  worser  allowed,  bi/  order  of  law,  a  fur  rd  gown, 
&c.  His  punctuation  is  right,  but  the  alteration, 
small  as  it  is,  appears  more  than  was  v/anted.  Usury 
may  be  used  by  an  easy  licence  for  the  professors  of 
usury.  JOHNSOV. 

After  all  that  the  commentators  have  said  here,  I 
can  see  no  reason  for  the  Clown's  moralizing  on  tlic 
different  fate  of  two  usurers.  By  the  merry  usurt/, 
which  tlie  law^  had  put  down,  I  can  only  suppose  him 
to  mean  tlie  traffic  in  the  suburbs,  where  the  principal 
and  her  agent  divided  the  profits;  in  otlier  words,  his 
own  profession  of  a  bawd. 

41  J'reefrom  our  faults,  as  faults  from  seeming,  free  f] 
Dr.  Johnson  would  have  this  line, 

^  Free  from  all  faults,  or  from  false  seemingy}re.' 
And  sir  T.  Hanmer, 

*■  Free  from  all  faults,  as  from  faults  seeming  free.'' 

*"-  — to  your  waist,  a  cord,  sir."]  Some  orders  of 
friers  wear  a  cord  for  a  girdle. 
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'  ^^  — Pj/gmal/oit's  images,  iicn/^  made  'woman,']  Mr. 
Donee's  note  on  tliis  passage  would  be  right  I  think, 
if  the  scene  were  laid  in  Engkind.  By  Pygmalion's 
images,  he  understands  new  money  of  queen  Elizabeth} 
but  unfortunately  the  conversation  is  supposed  to  be 
holden  at  Vienna,  and  a  Dnke  is  the  sovereign.  Yet 
mistakes  like  this  are  not  unfrequent  in  Shakspeare. 

'^^  What  sayst  thou  to  this  tune,  matter,  and  method? 
Is't  not  drown  d  i  the  last  rain  ?]  This  nonsense  should 
be  thus  corrected.  It's  not  down  i' the  last  reign,  i,  e. 
these  are  severities  unknown  to  the  old  duke's  time. 
And  tliis  is  to  the  purpose.  war  burton. 

Dr.  Warburton's  emendation  is  ingenious,  but  I 
know  not  whether  the  sense  may  not  be  restored  with 
less  change.  Let  us  consider  it.  Lucio,  a  prating 
fop,  meets  his  old  friend  going  to  prison,  and  pours 
out  upon  him  his  impertinent  interrogatories,  to  which, 
when  the  poor  fellow  makes  no  answer,  he  adds, 
JFhat  reply  ?  ha?  what  say'st  thou  to  this?  Tune,  matter, 
and  met  hod, ~  16 1  not?  Drown  d  i  iK  last  rain?  ha? 
what  say  st  thou?  trot?  johxsox.     ' 

45  — Iji  fj^(,  tub.]  The  method  of  cure  for  venereal 
complaints  is  grossly  called  tlie  jjowdering-tub. 

JOIINSOX. 

'*®  — clack-dish:]  The  beggars,  two  or  three  cen- 
turies ago,  used  to  proclaim  tiieir  v.ant  by  a  wooden 
dish  with  a  moveable  cover,  which  they  clacked  to 
shew  that  their  vessel  was  empty.  This  appears  in  a 
passage  quoted  on  another  occasion  by  Dr.  Gray. 

STEEVENS, 


ANNOTATIONS.  389 

^'  Pattern  in  /tun self  to  knoiv, 

Grace  to  stand,  and  virtue  go  ;] 
These  lines  I  cannot  understand,  but  believe  tliat  they 
should  be  read  thus  : 

Patterning  himself  to  know. 

In  grace  to  stand,  in  virtue  go  ; 
To  pattern  is  to  work  after  a  pattern,  and,  perhaps,  in 
Shakspeare's  licentious  diction,  simply  to  xvork.  The 
sense  is,  he  that  hears  the  sword  of  heaven  should  he  ho/j/ 
as  well  as  severe ;  one  that  after  good  examples  lahours 
to  know  himself,  to  live  with  innocence,  and  to  act  with 
virtue.  jounson. 

This  passage  is  very  obscure,  nor  can  be  cleared 
without  a  more  licentious  paraphrase  than  any  reader 
may  be  willing  to  allow.  He  that  hears  the  sword  of 
heaven  should  he  not  less  holy  than  severe :  should  he  able 
to  discover  in  himself  a  pattern  of  such  grace  as  can  avoid 
temptation,  together  with  such  virtue  as  dares  venture 
abroad  into  the  world  without  danger  of  seduction. 

STEEVENS. 

I  should  tliink  Shakspeare  rather  wrote 

Pattern  in  himself—  to  show 

Grace  to  stand,  and  virtue  go  ; 
As  if  he  had  said,  hecom'mg  ?i  pattern  himself,  (or  being 
in  himself  an  example,)  that  he  might  show  to  others 
how  grace  will  withstand  temptation,  and  how  virtue 
may  be  rendered  operative. 

"^  lake,  oh  take,  &c.]  This  is  part  of  a  little  song 
of  Shakspeare's  own  writing,  consisting  of  two  stanzas^ 
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and  so  extremely  sweet,  that  tlie  reader  won't  be  dis- 
pleased to  have  the  other  : 

Hide,  oh  hide  those  hills  of  snoxCy. 
Which  thy  frozen  hosom  hears y 
On  whose  tops  the  pifiks  that  groxvy 

J  re  of  those  that  April  ncars. 
But  Jin  t  set  mi/  poor  h^art  free, 
Bound  in  those  icy  chains  by  thee. 

WAR  BURTON'. 

'  ^'^ for  yd  o?/r  tidie's  to  so'o:.']    As  before,   the 

blundering  editors  have  made  a  prince  of  the  priestly 
Angelo,  so  here  they  have  made  a  priest  of  the  prince. 
We  should  read  tilth,  i.  e.  our  tillage  is  yet  to  make. 
The  grain  from  which  we  expect  our  han^est,  is  not 
yet  put  into  the  ground.  vv'areimitgn.. 

^'^  — starkly — ]    starkly  is  stijflyy   strongly.     Stark 
in  German  is  strong. 

'"^  — the  uns\stmg  postern — ]   Unsisting  may  signify 
'  never  at  re  s  t, '  ^  al  ^A^ay s  open  i  ng  /    blacks  t  o  x  e  . 
SirT.  Hanmer  reads  unresting  ;  Mr.  Rowe  unresisting. 

^-  desperately  ?nortal]  perhaps  is  the  same  as  mor- 
tally desperate. 

^^  and  tie  the  beard;]  The  Revisal  recommends  Mr. 
Simpson's  emendation,  dil  the  beard,  but  the  present 
reading  may  stand,  I  believe  it  was  usual  to  tie  up 
the  beard  before  decollation,  that  it  might  escape  the 
blow.  Sir  T.  More  is  said  to  have  been  very  careful 
about  tliis  ornament  of  his  face.  It  should  however 
be  remembered,  tliat  it  vv  as  the  custom  to  die  beards^ 
In  tlie  Midsummer  Aight's  Drcan,  Eottom  says^ 


ANNOTATIONS.  391 

"  I  ^vill  discharge  it  either  in  your  straw- colour' d 
*'  beard,  your  orange-tawny  beard,  your  purple  in 
*'  grain,  &c." 
Again,  in  the  old  comedy  oi  Ram  AUr}i,  l6l  K 

"  What  coloured  beard  conies  next  by  the  window? 

"  A  black  man's,  I  think. 

"  I  tliink,  a  red ;  for  tliat  is  most  in  fashion." 

STEEVEXS. 

•  A  beard  tied  would  give  a  very  new  air  to  tliat  face, 
which  had  never  been  seen  but  with  tlie  beard  loose, 
long,  and  squalid.  joiinsox^ 

^*  Tirsf ,  here  s  i/oiif/g  master  Rash;  Sfc]  This  enume- 
ration of  the  inhabitants  of  the  prison  affords  a  very 
striking  view  of  the  practices  predominant  in  Shak- 
speare's  age.  Besides  tliose  whose  follies  are  common 
to  all  times,  we  have  four  fighting  men  and  a  traveller. 
It  is  not  unlikely  tliat  tlie  originals  of  the  pictures, 
were  then  known.  johxson. 

^^  hrozL/i  paper  and  old  gi'iger,]  Thus  the  old  copy. 
The  modern  editors  read>  brown  pepper.  The  follow- 
ing passage  in  Michaelmas  Term,  Com.  160/,  will  jus- 
tify the  original  readmg. 

"  I  know  some  gentlemen  in  town  have  been 
*'  glad,  and  are  glad  at  tliis  time,  to  take  up  com- 
*'  modities  in  hawk's-hoods  and  broxcn  paper.'' 

STEEVENS. 

^^  for  the  Lord's  sake.']  i.  e.  to  beg  for  tlie  rest  of 
their  lives.  warburton. 

'"''  The  under  generation ,1  So  sir  Thomas  Hanmer, 
witli  true  judgement.  It  was  in  all  tlie  lormer  editions : 
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To  yonder • 

y  under  and  yonder  were  confounded.      joiinso  y. 

^^  the  o\^  fantastical  duke — ]  Sir  Thomas  Hanmer 
reads,  the  odd  fantastical  duke  ;  but  old  is  a  common 
word  of  aggravation  in  ludicrous  language,,  as,  there 
lias  old  reit  Ilinji .  .7  o  i t  x  s o n  . 

^^  uoodman — ]  i.  e.  huntsman,  here  taken  for  a  hunter 
of  girls .  J  o  1 1 N  s  o  X . 

60  . — zee  would,  and  we  would  not. 1  Here  undoubtedly 
the  act  should  end,  and  was  ended  by  the  poet ;  for  here 
is  properly  a  cessation  of  action,  and  a  night  intervenes, 
and  the  place  is  changed,  between  the  passages  of  this 
scene,  and  tliose  of  the  next.  The  next  act  beginning 
with  the  following  scene,  proceeds  witliout  any  inter- 
ruption of  time  or  change  of  place,  j  o ri  n  s  o  n  . 

^^  £/?fe/"  Friar  Peter.]  This  play  has  two  Friars, 
cither  of  whom  might  singly  have  served.  I  should 
therefore  imagine,  that  Friar  Thomas,  in  the  first  act, 
might  be  changed,  without  any  harm,  to  Friar  Peter  5 
for  why  should  the  Duke  unnecessarily  tmst  two  in  an 
affair  which  required  only  one  ?  The  name  of  Friar 
Thomas  is  never  mentioned  in  tlie  dialogue,  and  there- 
fore seems  arbitrarily  placed  at  the  head  of  tlie  scene. 

JOHNSON, 

^^  — characts,]   i.e.  characters.  tyrwhit.  • 

«3  Hozv  he  refell'd  /;,t,]  To  refel  is  to  rej'ufe. 
^*  In  countenance  f]  i.  e.  in  partial  favour. 

WARBURTON. 

"^  — her  promised  proportions 
Came  short  of  cojnposition ;]   Her  fortune,  which  was 
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•promised  proportionate  to  mine,  fell  short  of  the  com" 
positiun  :  —  i,  e.  contract  or  bargain.  Johnson. 

^®  — informal  women — ]  vijormal  signifies  out  of 
their  senses.  stkevens. 

^^  — like  the  forfeits  in  a  barber's  s/iop^l    Barbers* 
shops  were,  at  all  times,  tlie  resort  of  idle  people : 
Tonstrina  erat  qinedam  :  hic  solehamus  fere 

Pkrumqiie  earn  opperiri 

which  Donatus  calls  apta  sedes  otiosis.  Formerly  with 
us,  the  better  sort  of  people  went  to  the  barber's  shop 
to  be  trimmed  5  who  then  practised  tlie  under  parts 
of  surgery :  so  that  he  had  occasion  for  numerous  in- 
struments, which  lay  there  ready  for  use ;  and  tlie 
idle  people,  witli  whom  his  shop  was  generally  crowd- 
ed, would  be  perpetually  handling  and  misusing  them. 
To  remedy  which,  I  suppose  there  was  placed  up 
against  the  wall  a  table  of  forfeitures,  adapted  to  every 
offence  of  this  kind  •;  which  it  is  not  likely  would 
long  preserve  its  authority.  w  a  r  b  u  r t  o  n^ . 

^^  That  brain'd  my  purpose:']  We  now  use  in  con- 
versation a  like  phrase.  This  it  was  that  knocked  my 
desif^n  on  the  head.  Johnson. 

^9  Till  he  did  look  on  me;]  The, duke  has  justly  ob- 
served that  Isabel   is   importuned  ugauiU  all  sense  to 
solicit  for  Angelo,  yet  here  against  all  sense  she  solicits 
for  him.     Her  argum.ent  is  extraordinary  : 
A  due  sincerity  goier/id  his  deeds 
Till  he  did  look  on  me :  since  if  is  so. 
Let  him  not  die. 

That  Angelo  had  committed  all  the  crimes  charged 
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-against  him,  as  far  as  he  could  commit  them,  is  evi- 
dent. The  only  intent  which  /(is  act  did  nof  overtake, 
was  the  defilement  of  Isabel.  Of  tliis  Angelo  was 
only  intentionally  guilty. 

i^ngelo's  crimes  were  such,  as  must  sufficiently 
justify  punishment,  whether  its  end  be  to  secure  the 
innocent  from  wrong,  or  to  deter  gTiilt  by  example ; 
and  I  believe  every  reader  feels  some  indignation  when 
he  finds  him  spared.  From  what  extenuation  of  his 
crime,  can  Isabel,  wlio  yet  supposes  her  brother  dead, 
form  any  plea  in  his  favour  ?  ^yince  he  xvas  good  till 
he  looked  on  me,  let  him  not  die.  I  am  afraid  our  varlet 
poet  intended  to  inculcate,  that  women  think  ill  of 
nothing  that  raises  the  credit  of  their  beauty,  and  are 
ready,  however  virtuous,  to  pardon  any  act  which  they 
tl:iink  incited  by  their  own  charms.  .tohnso^^. 

■^^  — perceiTfs  he's  safe ;]  As  Dr.  Johnson  well  ob- 
serves, it  is  strange  that  Isabel  is  not  made  to  express 
either  gratitude,  wonder,  or  joy,  at  the  sight  of  her 
brother. 
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